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remember. But that summer, when only eight years 
of age, I was sent out to a height called Broad-heads 
with a rosy-cheeked maiden to herd a flock of new- 
weaned lambs, and I had my mischievous cows to 
herd besides. But, as she had no dog and I had an 
excellent one, I was ordered to keep close by her. 
Never was a master's order better obeyed. Day after 
day I herded the cows and the lambs both, and Betty 
had nothing to do but to sit and sew. Then we dined 
together every day at a well near to the Shiel-sike 
head, and after dinner I laid my head down on her 
lap, covered her bare feet with my plaid, and pre- 
tended to fall sound asleep. One day I heard her 
say to herself, " Poor little laddie ! he 's juist tired 
to death," and then I wept till I was afraid she would 
feel the warm tears trickling on her knee.* I wished 
my master, who was a handsome young man, would 
fall in love with her and marry her, wondering how 
he could be so bUnd and stupid as not to do it. But 
I thought if I were he, I would know well what 
to do. 

There is one circumstance which has led some to 
imagine that my abiUties as a servant had not been 
exquisite ; namely, that when I was fifteen years of 
age I had served a dozen masters; which circum- 
stance I myself am rather willing to attribute to my 
having gone to service so young, that I was yearly 
growing stronger, and consequently adequate to a 

« [We do not remember, in the whole range of autobiography, a more 
beautiful, or more affecting, boy-anecdote than this-^o simple in its char- 
acter, and yet so profound and so true in its nature.] 
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harder task and an increase of wages : for I do not 
remember of ever haying served a master who refused 
giving me a verbal recommendation to the next, 
especially for my inoffensive behaviour. This char- 
acter, which I, some way or other, got at my very 
first outset, has, in some degree, attended me ever 
since, and has certainly been of utility to me ; yet, 
though Solomon avers that ^' a good name is rather 
to be chosen than great riches," I declare that I have 
never been so much benefited by mine, but that I 
would have chosen the latter by many degrees. From 
some of my masters I received very hard usage ; in 
particular, while with one shepherd, I was often 
nearly exhausted with himger and fatigue. All this 
while I neither read nor wrote ; nor had I access to 
any book save the Bible. I was greatly taken with 
our version of the Psalms of David, learned the most 
of them by heart, and have a great partiality for 
them imto this day. Every little pittance of wages 
that I earned was carried directly to my parents, 
who supplied me with what clothes I had. These 
were often scarcely worthy of the appellation. In 
particular, I remember being exceedingly bare of 
shirts : time after time I had but two, which often 
grew so bad that I was obliged to leave wearing them 
altogether. At these times I certainly made a very 
grotesque figure ; for, on quitting the shirt, I could 
never induce my trews, or lower vestments, to keep 
up to their proper sphere, there being no braces in 
those days. When fourteen years of age I saved five 
shillings of my wages, with which I bought an old 
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violin. This occupied all my leisure hours, and has 
been my fcivourite amusement ever since. I had 
commonly no spare time from labour during the day ; 
but when I was not over-fatigued, I generally spent 
an hour or two every night in sawing over my favou- 
rite old Scottish times ; and my bed being always in 
stables and cow-houses, I disturbed nobody but my- 
self and my associate quadrupeds, whom I believed 
to be greatly delighted with my strains. At all 
events they never complained, which the biped part 
of my neighbours did frequently, to my pity and 
utter indignation. This brings to my remembrance 
an anecdote, the consequence of one of these nocturnal 
endeavours at improvement. 

When serving with Mr Scott of Singlee, there 
happened to be a dance one evening, at which a 
number of the friends and neighbours of the family 
were present. I, being admitted into the room as a 
spectator, was all attention to the music ; and, on the 
company breaking up, I retired to my stable-loffc, and 
fell to essajdng some of the tunes to which I had been 
listening. The musician going out to a short distance 
from the house, and not being aware that another of 
the same craft; was so near him, was not a little sur- 
prised when the tones of my old violin assailed his 
ears. At first he took it for the late warbles of his 
own ringing through his head ; but, on a little atten- 
tion, he, to his horror and astonishment, perceived 
that the sounds were real, — ^and that the tunes, which 
he had lately been playing with so much skill, were 
now murdered by some invisdble being hard by him. 



THE AUTHOR. XMl 

Such a circumstance at tnat dead hour of the night, 
and whai he was unahle to discern from what quarter 
the sounds proceeded, convinced him all at once that 
it was a delusion of the devil; and, suspecting his 
intentions from so much ^uniliarity, he fled precipi- 
tately into the hall, speechless with affiright, and in 
the utmost perturbation, to the no small mirth of Mr 
Scott, who declared that he had lately been consider- 
ably annoyed himself by the same discordant sounds. 

From Singlee I went to Elibank upon Tweed, 
where, with Mr Laidlaw, I found my situation more 
easy and agreeable than it had ever yet been. I staid 
there three half-years — ^a term longer than usual; 
and frt)m thence went to Willenslee, to Mr LaidlaVs 
father, with whom I served as a shepherd two years, 
— Shaving been for some seasons preceding employed 
in working with horses, threshing, &c. 

It was while serving here, in the eighteenth year 
of my age, that I first got a perusal of " The Life 
and Adventures of Sir William Wallace," and " The 
Gentle Shepherd ;" and though immoderately fond of 
them, yet (what you will think remarkable in one 
who hath since dabbled so much in verse) I could not 
help regretting deeply that they were not in prose, 
that every body might have understood them ; or, I 
thought if they had been in the same kind of. metre 
with the Psalms, I could have borne with them. 
The truth is, I made exceedingly slow progress in 
reading them. The little reading that I had learned 
I had nearly lost, and the Scottish dialect quite con- 
founded me; so that, before I got to tVve eiA q.1 ^ 

b2 
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line, I had commonly lost the rhyme of the preceding 
one ; and if I came to a triplet, a thing of which I 
had no conception, I commonly read to the foot of 
the page without perceiving that I had lost the 
rhyme altogether. I thought ih& author had been 
straitened for rhymes, and had just made a part of it 
do as well as he could without them. Thus, after I 
got through both works, I found myself much in the 
same predicament with the man of Eskdalemuir, 
who had borrowed Bailey's Dictionary from his 
neighbour. On returning it, the lender asked him 
what he thought of it. " I dinna ken, man," replied 
he ; I have read it all through, but canna say that I 
understand it ; it is the most confused book that ever 
I saw in my life !" The late Mrs Laidlaw of Wil- 
lenslee took some notice of me, and frequently gave 
me books to read while tending the ewes; these 
were chiefly theological. The only one, that I re- 
member any thing of, is " Bishop Burnet's Theory of 
the Conflagration of the Earth." Happy it was for 
me that I did not understand it! for the little of it 
that I did understand had nearly overturned my brain 
altogether. All the day I was pondering on the grand 
millennium, and the reign of the saints ; and all thp 
night dreaming of new heavens and a new earth — 
the stars in horror, and the world in flames ! Mrs 
Laidlaw also gave me sometimes the newspapers,, 
which I pored on with great earnestness — ^beginning 
at the date, and reading straight on, through adver- 
tisements of houses and lands, balm of Gilead, and 
every thing ; and, after all, was often no wiser than^ 
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when I began. To give you some fertlier idea of the 
progress I had made in literature — I was about this 
time obliged to write a letter to my elder brother, 
and, having never drawn a pen for such a number of 
years, I had actually forgotten how to make sundry 
letters of the alphabet ; these I had either to print, 
or to patch up the words in the best way I could 
without them. 

At Whitsunday, 1790, being still only in the 
eighteenth year of my age, I left Willenslee, and 
hired myself to Mr Laidlaw of Black House, with 
whom I served as a shepherd ten years. The kind- 
ness of this gentleman to me it would be the utmost 
ingratitude in me ever to forget ; for, indeed, it was 
much more like that of a father than a master, — and 
it is not improbable that I should have been there 
still, had it not been for the following circumstance. 

My brother William had, for some time before, 
occupied the farm of Ettrick House, where he resided 
with our parents ; but, liaving taken a wife, and the 
place not suiting two families, he took another resi- 
dence, and gave up the farm to me. The lease expir- 
ing at Whitsunday, 1803, our possession was taken 
by a wealthier neighbour. 

The first time that I attempted to write verses 
was in the spring of the year 1796. Mr Laidlaw 
having a number of valuable books, which were all 
open to my perusal, I about this time began to read 
with considerable attention; — and no sooner did I 
begin to read so as to understand, than, ratber i^t^- 
matureJf, I began to write. For scveiaX ye^x^ wyj 
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compositions consisted wholly of songs and ballads 
made up for the lasses to sing in chorus ; and a proud 
man I was when I first heard the rosy nymphs 
chaunting my uncouth strains, and jeering me by the 
still dear appellation of " Jamie the poeter." 

I had no more difficulty in composing songs then 
than I have at present; and I was equally well 
pleased with them. But, then, the writing of them I 
— that was a job ! I had no method of learning to 
write, save by following the Italian alphabet; and 
though I always stripped myself of coat and vest 
when I began to pen a song, yet my wrist took a 
cramp, so that I could rarely make above four or 
six Hues at a sitting. Whether my manner of writ- 
mg it out was new, I know not, but it was not with- 
out singularity. Having very little spare time from 
my flock, which was unruly enough, I folded and 
stitched a few sheets of paper, which I carried in my 
pocket. I had no inkhom; but, in place of it, I 
borrowed a small vial, which I fixed in a hole in the 
breast of my waistcoat ; and having a cork fastened 
by a piece of twine, it answered the purpose fully as 
well. Thus equipped, whenever a leisure minute or 
two offered, and I had nothing else to do, I sat down 
and wrote out my thoughts as I found them. This 
is still my invariable practice in writing prose. I 
cannot make out one sentence by study, without the 
pen in my hand to catch the ideas as they arise, and 
I never write two copies of the same thing. 

My manner of composing poetry is very different, 
and, I believe, much more singular. Let the piece 
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be of wliat length it will, I compose and correct it 
wholly in my nund, or on a slate, ere ever I put pen 
to paper; and then I write it down as fast as the 
A, B, C. When once it is written,' it remains in 
that state; it being, as you very well know, with the 
ulmost difficulty that I can be brought to alter one 
sellable, which I think is partly owing to the above 
practice. 

It is a fiau;t, that, by a long acquaintance with any 
poetical piece, we become perfectly reconciled to its 
&ults. The numbers, by being frequently repeated, 
wear smoother to our minds ; and the ideas having 
been expanded, by our reflection on each particular 
scene or incident therein described, the mind cannot, 
without reluctance, consent to the alteration of any 
part of it. 

The first time I ever heard of Bums was in 1797, 
the year after he died. One day during that summer 
a half daft man, named John Scott, came to me on 
the hill, and to amuse me repeated Tam O'Shanter. 
I was delighted ! I was far more than delighted — I 
was ravished ! I cannot describe my feelings ; but, 
in short, before Jock Scott left me, I could recite the 
poem from beginning to end, and it has been my 
fevourite poem ever since. He told me it was made 
by one Robert Bums, the sweetest poet that ever 
was bom ; but that he was now dead, and his place 
would never be supplied. He told me all about him, 
how he was bom on the 25th of January, bred a 
ploughman, how many beautiful songs and poems he 
had composed, and that he had died last Yiax\^^\.^ ^\l 
the 21st of August, 
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This formed a new epoch of my life. Every day 
I pondered on the genius and fate of Bums. I wept, 
and always thought with myself — what is to hinder 
ine from succeeding Bums ? I too was bom on the 
25th of January, and I have much more time to 
read and compose than any ploughman could have, 
and can sing more old songs than ever ploughman 
could in the world. But then I wept again because 
I could not write. However, I resolved to be a poet, 
and to follow in the steps of Bums. 

I remember in the year 1812, the year before the 
publication of the " Queen s Wake," that I told my 
friend, the Rev. James Nicol, that I had an inward 
consciousness that I should yet live to be compared 
with Bums ; and though I might never equal him in 
some things, I thought I might excel him in others. 
He reprobated the idea, and thought the assumption 
so audacious, that he told it as a bitter jest against 
me in a party that same evening. But the rest see- 
ing me mortified, there was not one joined in the 
laugh against me, and Mr John Grieve* repHed in 
these words, which I will never forget, " After what 
he has done, there is no man can say what he may do." 



* [Mr John Gribvb, one of Hogg's best friends, was the son of a clergy- 
man of the Reformed Presbyterian or Cameronian Church, and carried on 
the business of a hat manufacturer in Edinburgh. He was of literary 
habits himself, and wrote highly creditable verses, but he is mainly to be 
remembered for the extensive patronage which he bestowed on many 
suffering men of letters, and for the judgment and good taste which he 
displayed in estimating their productions. About the year 1818, a disorder 
in the spine incapacitated him from prosecuting his business, but being by 
this time possessed of a competency, he was still able to indulge in his lite- 
rary tastes and benevolent propensities. His summers were now spent at 
Cacrabank in Ettrick, and his winters in a cottage in the suburbs of Edin- 
burgh, where were often assembled around his hospitable board, men of 
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My friend, Mr William Laidlaw,* has often re- 
monstrated with me, in vain, on the necessity of a 
revisal of my pieces ; bnt, in spite of him, I held fast 
my integrity : I said I would try to write the next 
better, but that should remain as it was. He was 
the only person who, for many years, ever pretended 
to discover the least merit in my essays, either in 
verse or prose; and, as he never &iled to have plenty 
of them about him, he took the opportunity of show- 
ing them to every person, whose capacity he sup- 
posed adequate to judge of their merits : but it was 

sdenctf and literature of mil Mctt and partiM. He died, onmarried, in the 
spring- of 1836, aged about flfty-ilTe yean, and was interred in the cemetery 
vi St Mary's in Yarrow. The kindness of Grieve to Hofrg, in the most 
djsastroos period of the Shepherd's fcMtunes, is recorded further on in the 
Memoir. In return, Hogg dedicated Mador of the Moor to his friend, in a 
manner highly treatable to both parties. The poet also introduces him as 
one of the competing minstrels in the Queen's Wake, where he is thus 
described: 

" The bard that night who foremost came 
Was not enrolled, nor known his name * 
A youth he was of manly mould. 
Gentle as lamb, as linn bold ; 
But his fiur face and forehead high 
Glowed with instinctive modesty. 
*Twas said by bank of southland stream 
Glided his youth in soothing dream *, 
The harp he loved, and wont to stray 
Far to the wilds and wimxIs away. 
And sing to brooks that gurgled by 
Of maiden's form and maiden's eye ; 
That, when his dream of youth was past, 
Deep in the shade his harp he cast ; 
In busy life his cares beguiled. 
His heart was true, and fortune smiled."] 

* [Author of the beantiful song of ** Lucy's Flitting." Mr Laidlaw was 
Jong the friend, and for some time the amanuensis, of Sir Waiter Scott. 
He is now factor on the estate of Sir Charles Lockhart Ross, Bart, of 
Btlnagowan, in EoM-shir^.] 
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all to no purpose; he could make no proselytes to 
his opinion of any note, save one, who, in a little 
time, apostatized, and left us as we were. He even 
went so far as to break with some of his correspon- 
dents altogether, who persisted in their obstinacy. 
All this had not the least effect upon me; as long as 
I had his approbation and my own, which last never 
failed me, I continued to persevere. At length he 
had the good fortune to appeal to you, who were 
pleased to back him; and he came off triumphant, 
declaring, that the world should henceforth judge for 
themselves for him. 

I have often opposed his proposals with such ob- 
stinacy, that I was afraid of losing his countenance 
altogether; but none of these things had the least 
effect upon him; his friendship continued unimpaired, 
attended with the most tender assiduities for my 
welfare ; and I am now convinced that he is better 
acquainted with my nature and propensities than I 
am myself. 

I have wandered insensibly from my subject : but 
to return. — In the spring of the year 1798, as Alex- 
ander Laidlaw, a neighbouring shepherd, my brother 
William, and myself, were resting on the side of a 
hill above Ettrick church, I happened, in the course 
Df our conversation, to drop some hints of my superior 
talents in poetry. WiUiam said, that, as to putting 
words into rhyme, it was a thing which he never 
could do to any sense : but that, if I Hked to enter 
the lists with him in blank verse, he would take me 
up for any bet that I pleased. Laidlaw declared that 
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he would venture likewise. This being settled, and 
the judges named, I accepted the challenge ; but a 
dispute arising respecting the subject, we were obliged 
to resort to the following mode of decision : Ten sub- 
jects having been named, the lots were cast, and, 
amongst them all, ih&t which fell to be elucidated by 
our matchless pens, was, tke Hars I — ^things which we 
knew little more about, than merely that they were 
burning and twinkling over us, and to be seen every 
night when the clouds were away. I began with 
high hopes and great warmth, and in a week declared 
my theme ready for the comparison; Laidlaw an- 
nounced his next week ; but my brother made us wait 
a full half year ; and then, on being urged, presented 
liis unfinished. The arbiters were then dispersed, and 
the cause was never properly judged ; but those to 
whom they were shown rather gave the preference to 
my brother s. — This is certain, that it was far superior 
to either of the other two in the sublimity of the ideas; 
but, besides being in bad measure, it was often bom- 
bastical. The title of it was " Urania's Tour ;" that 
of Laidlaw's, " Astronomical Thoughts ;" and that of 
mine, " Reflections on a View of the Nocturnal Hea- 
vens." 

Alexander Laidlaw and I tried, after the same man- 
ner, a paraphrase of the 11 7th Psalm, in English verse. 
I continued annually to add numbers of smaller pieces of 
poetry and songs to my collection, mostly on subjects 
purely ideal, or else legendary. I had, from my child- 
hood, been affected by the frequent return of a violent 
inward complaint ; and it attacked me once in a friend's 
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house, at a distance from home, and, increasing to an 
inflammation, all hopes were given up of my recovery. 
While I was lying in the greatest agony, about the 
dead of the night, I had the mortification of seeing the 
old woman, who watched over me, fall into a swoon, 
from a supposition that she saw my wraith : — a spirit 
which, the vulgar suppose, haunts the abodes of such 
as are instantly to die, in order to carry off the soul 
as soon as it is disengaged &om the body : and, next 
morning, I overheard a consultation about borrowing 
sheets to lay me in at my decease ; but Almighty 
God, in his providence, deceived both them and the 
officious spirit ; for, by the help of an able physician, 
I recovered, and have never since been troubled with 
the distemper. 

My first published song was " Donald M'Donald," 
which I composed this year, 1800, on the threatened 
invasion by Bonaparte. The first time I sung it was 
to a party of social friends at the Crown Tavern, Edin* 
burgh. They commended it, on which I proffered it 
to one of them for his maga^e. He said it was much 
too good for that, and advised me to give it to Mr 
John Hamilton, who would set it to music and get it 
engraved. I did so, and went away again to the 
mountains, where I heard from day to day, that the 
popularity of my song was unbounded, and yet no one 
ever knew, or inquired who was the author. 

There chanced to be about that time a great ma- 
sonic meeting in Edinburgh, the Earl of Moira in the , 
chair ; on which occasion, Mr Oliver, of the house of 
Oliver and Boyd, then one of the best singers in 
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Scotland, sang ^^ Donald McDonald." It was loudly 
applauded, and three times encored; and so well 
pleased was Lord Moira with the song, that he rose 
and in a long speech descanted on the utility of such 
songs at that period — thanked Mr Oliver, and prof- 
fered him his whole interest in Scotland. This to the 
singer; yet, strange to say, he never inquired who 
was the author of the song ! 

There was at that period, and a number of years 
afterwards, a General McDonald, who commanded the 
northern division of the British army. The song was 
sung at his mess every week-day, and sometimes twice 
and thrice. The old man was proud of, and delighted 
in it, and was wont to snap his thumbs and join in the 
chorus. He believed, to his dying day, that it was 
made upon himself; yet neither lienor one of his offi- 
cers ever knew or inquired who was the author — so 
thankless is the poet's trade ! 

In 1801, believing that I w^as then become a grand 
poet, I most sapiently determined on publishing a pam- 
phlet, and appealing to the world at once. This noble 
resolution was no sooner taken than executed ; a pro- 
ceeding much of a piece with many of my subsequent 
transactions. Having attended the Edinburgh mar- 
ket one Monday, with a number of sheep for sale, and 
being unable to dispose of them all, I put the remain- 
der into a park until the market on Wednesday. Not 
knowing how to pass the interim, it came into my 
head that I would write a poem or two from my me- 
mory, and get them printed. The thought had no 
sooner struck me than it was put in practice •, a,\\!l L 
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was obliged to select, not the best poems, but those 
that I remembered best. I wrote several of these 
during my short stay, and gave them all to a person 
to print at my expense, and, having sold off my sheep, 
on "Wednesday morning, I returned to the Forest. I 
saw no more of my poems until I received word that 
there were one thousand copies thrown off.* I knew 
no more about publishing than the man of the moon ; 
and the only motive that influenced me was, the gra- 
tification of my vanity by seeing my works in print. 
But, no sooner did the first copy come to hand, than 
my eyes were open to the folly of my conduct ; for, 
on comparing it with the MS. which I had at home, 
I found many of the stanzas omitted, others misplaced, 
and typographical errors abounding in every page. 

Thus were my first productions pushed headlong 
into the world, without either patron or preface, or 
even apprising the public that such a thing was com- 
ing, and " unhouseird, unanointed, unaneled, and with 
all their imperfections on their heads." "Will an' 
Keatie," however, had the honour of being copied into 
some periodical publications of the time, as a favour- 
able specimen of the work. Indeed, all of them were 
sad stuff, although I judged them to be exceedingly 
good. 

The truth was, that notwithstanding my pride of 
authorship, in a few days I had discernment enough 
left, to wish my publication far enough, and I had 



-*' [Surely never were the productions of a poet issued under more pecu- 
liar circumstances, or more signal disadvantages, than those here re- 
corded.] 
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hopes that long ago it had been consigned to eter* 
nal oblivion ; when, behold ! a London critic had in 
malice of heart preserved a copy, and quoted liber- 
ally out of it last year, to my intense chagrin and 
mortification. 

On the appearance of ^^ The Minstrelsy of the Scot- 
tish Border," I v^as much dissatisfied with the imita- 
tions of the ancient ballads contained in it, and inmie- 
diately set about imitating the ancient ballads myself 
— selecting a number of traditionary stories, and put 
them in metre, by chanting them to certain old tunes. 
In these I was more successful than in any thing I had 
hitherto tried, although they were still but rude pieces 
of composition. 



*>*»**»» ^»^»#*#< i0» #» #»»» 



The above is the substance of three letters, written 
in the same year, and alluding mostly to Poetical 
Trifles. Since that time I have experienced a very 
unexpected reverse of fortune. After my return from 
the Highlands in June last, I put every thing in 
readiness for my departure to settle in Harris,* and I 
wrote and published my " Farewell to Ettrick," where- 
in the real sentiments of my heart, at that time, are 
simply related, which constitute its only claim to 
merit. It would be tedious and trifling, were I to 
relate all the disagreeable circumstances which ensued ; 

* [The island of Lewis and Hairis, one of the Hebrides.l 
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suffice it to say, that my scheme was absolutely frus- 
trated. 

Miserably disappointed, and vexed at having been 
thus baffled in an undertaking about which I had 
talked so much, to avoid a great many disagreeable 
questions and explanations, I went to England during 
the remainder of the summer. On my return to Scot- 
land, having lost all the money that I had made by a 
regular and industrious life, and in one week too, I 
again cheerfully hired myself as a shepherd, with Mr 
Harkness of Mitchel-Slack, in Nithsdale. It was 
while here that I published " The Mountain Bard," con- 
sisting of the above mentioned ballads. Sir Walter, 
then Mr Scott, had encouraged the publication of the 
work in some letters that he sent me ; consequently I 
went to Edinburgh to see about it. He went with 
me to Mr Constable, who received me very kindly, 
but told me frankly that my poetry would not sell. I 
said I thought it was as good as any body's I had seen. 
He said that might be, but that nobody's poetry would 
sell ; it was the worst stuff that came to market, and 
that he found ; but, as I appeared to be a gay, queer 
chiel, if I would procure him two hundred subscribers 
he would publish my work for me, and give me as much 
for it as he could. I did not like the subscribers much ; 
but, having no alternative, I accepted the conditions. 
Before the work was ready for publication I had got 
above five hundred subscribers; and Mr Constable? 
who, by that time had conceived a better opinion of 
the work, gave me half-guinea copies for all my sub- 
scribers, and a letter for a small sum over and above. 
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I have forgot how mnch ; but, upon the whole, he 
acted with great Hherality. He gave me, likewise, 
that same year, eighty-rax pomids for that celebrated 
work, ^^ Hogg on Sheep ;" and I was now richer than 
I had ever been before. 

I had no regcdar plan of deliyering those copies that 
were subscribed for, but sent them simply to the people, 
intending to take their money in return ; but though 
some paid me double, triple, and eyen ten times the 
price, about one-third of my subscribers thought pro- 
per to take the copies for nothing, neyer paying for 
them to this day. • 

Being now master of nearly three hundred pounds, 
I went perfectly mad. I first took one pasture farm, 
at exactly one half more than it yma worth, having 
been cheated into it by a great rascal, who meant to 
rob me of all I had, and which, in the course of one 
year, he effected by dint of law. But, in the mean 
time, having taken another extensive farm, I found 
myself fidrly involved in business fer above my capi- 
tal. It would have required at least one thousand 
pounds for every one hundred poimds that I possessed 
to have managed all I had taken in hand ; so I got 
«very day out of one strait and confusion into a worse. 
I blundered and struggled on for three years between 
these two places, giving up all thoughts of poetry or 
literature of any kind. I have detailed these circum- 
stances in a larger MS. work ; but though they are 
most laughable, they must be omitted here, as it is 
only a short sketch of my literary life that I can in- 
clude in this introduction. 
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Finding myself, at length, fairly run aground, I gave 
my creditors all that I had, or rather suffered them to 
take it, and came off and left them. I never asked 
any settlement, which would not have been refused 
me; and severely have I smarted for that neglect 
since. None of these matters had the least effect in 
depressing my spirits — I was generally rather most 
cheerful when most unfortimate. On returning again 
to Ettrick Forest, I found the countenances of all my 
friends altered ; and even those whom I had loved and 
trusted most, disowned me, and told me so to my &ce ; 
but I laughed at and despised these persons, resolving to 
show them, by and by, that they were in the wrong. 
Having appeared as a poet, and a speculative farmer 
besides, no one would now employ me as a shepherd. 
I even applied to some of my old masters, but they 
refused me, and for a whole winter I found myself 
without employment, and vdthout money, in my na- 
tive country; therefore, in February, 1810, in utter 
desperation, I took my plaid about my shoulders, and 
marched away to Edinburgh, determined, since no 
better could be, to push my fortune as a literary man. 
It is true, I had estimated my poetical talent high 
enough, but I had resolved to use it only as a staff, 
never as a crutch ; and would have kept that resolve, 
had I not been driven to the reverse. On going to 
Edinburgh, I found that my poetical talents were 
rated nearly as low there as my shepherd qualities 
were in Ettrick. It was in vain that I applied to news- 
mongers, booksellers, editors of magazines, &c., for 
employment. Any of these were willing enough to 
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accept of my lucubraiiooa, and give them publicity, but 
then there was no money going — ^not a fiurthing ; and 
this suited me very ilL 

I again applied to Mr Constable, to publish a volume 
of songs for me ; for I had nothing else by me but the 
songs of my youth, having given up all these exercises 
80 long. He was rather averse to the expedient ; but he 
had a sort of kindness for me, and did not like to re- 
fuse ; so, after waiting on him three or four times, ho 
agreed to print an edition, and give me half the pro- 
fits. He published one thousand copies, at live shil- 
lings each ; but he never gave mo any thing ; and as I 
feared the concern might not have proved a good one, 
I never asked any remuneration. 

The name of tliis work was " The Forest Minstrel;" 
of which about two-thirds of the songs were my own, 
the rest furnished by correspondents — a number of 
them by the ingenious Mr T. M. Cunningham. In 
general they are not good, but the worst of them are 
all mine, for I inserted every ranting rhyme that I had 
made in my youth, to please the circles about the 
firesides in the country ; and all this time I had never 
been once in any polished society — ^had read next to 
nothing — was now in the thirty-eighth year of my age, 
and knew no more of human life or manners than a 
child. I was a sort of natural songster, without an- 
other advantage on earth. Fain would I have done 
something ; but, on finding myself shunned by every 
one, I determined to push my own fortune indepen- 
dent of booksellers, whom I now began to view as 
enemies to all genius. My plan was to begin a lite*- 
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rary weekly paper, a work for which I certainly wajg 
rarely qualified, when the above facts are considered. 
I tried Walker and Greig, and several printers, offer- 
ing them security to print it for me. — No ; not one of 
them would print it without a bookseller's name to it 
as publisher. " Confound them," said I to myself as I 
was running from one to another, " the folks here are 
all combined in a body." Mr Constable laughed at 
me exceedingly, and finally told me he wished me too 
well to encourage such a thing. Mr Ballantyne was 
rather more civil, and got off by subscribing for so 
many copies, and giving me credit for ten pounds 
worth of paper. David Brown would have nothing 
to do with it, unless some gentleman, whom he named, 
should contribute. At length, I found an honest man, 
James Robertson, a bookseller in Nicolson Street, 
whom I had never before seen or heard oi^ who un- 
dertook it at once on my own terms ; and on the 1st 
of September, 1810, my first number made its appear- 
ance on a quarto demy sheet, price fourpence. 

A great number were sold, and many hundreds de- 
livered gratis ; but one of Robertson s boys, a great 
rascal, had demanded the price in full for all that he 
was to have delivered gratis. They showed him the 
imprint, that they were to be delivered gratis : " So they 
are," said he ; "I take nothing for the delivery ; but 
I must have the price of the paper, if you please." 

This money that the boy brought me, consisting of 
a few shillings and an immense number of half pence, 
was the first and only money I had pocketed of my 
own making, since my arrival in Edinburgh in Fe- 
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hraary. On the publication of the first two numbcrsi 
I deemed I had as many subscribers as, at all events, 
would secure the work from being dropped ; but on 
the puUication of my third or fourth number, I have 
forgot which, it was so indecorous, that no fewer than 
seventy-three subscribers gave up. This was a sad 
blow for me ; but, as usual, I despised the feistidious* 
ness and affectation of the people, and continued my 
work. It proved a fieital oversight for the paper, for 
all those who had given in set themselves against it 
with the utmost inveteracy. The literary ladies, in 
particular, agreed, in full divan, that I would never 
write a sentence which deserved to be read. A rev- 
erend friend of mine has often repeated my remark on 
beii^ told of this — ^^ Gaping deevils ! wha cares what 
they say ? If I leeve ony time. III let them see the 
contrary o* that." 

My publisher, James Robertson, was a kindhearted, 
confused body, who loved a joke and a dram. He 
sent for me every day about one o'clock, to consult 
about the publication ; and then we uniformly went 
down to a dark house in the Cowgate, where we 
drank whisky and ate rolls with a number of printers, 
the dirtiest and leanest-looking men I had ever seen. 
My youthful habits having been so regular, I could 
not stand this ; and though I took care, as I thought, 
to drink very little, yet when I went out, I was at 
times so dizzy, I could scarcely walk ; and the worst 
thing of all was, I felt that I was beginning to re- 
lish it. 

Whenever a man thinks seriously of a thing, he ge- 
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nerally thinks aright. I thought firequently of these 
habits and connections, and found that they never 
would do ; and that, instead of pushing myself for- 
ward, as I wished, I was going straight to the devil* 
I said nothing about this to my respectable acquaint 
ances, nor do I know if they ever knew or suspected 
what was going on ; but, on some pretence or other, 
I resolved to cut all connection with Robertson ; and, 
sorely against his will, gave the printing to the Messrs 
Aikman, then proprietors of the Star newspaper, 
showing them the list of subscribers, of which they took 
their chance, and promised me half profits. At the 
conclusion of the year, instead of granting me any pro- 
fits, they complained of being minus, and charged me 
with the half of the loss. This I refused to pay, un- 
less they could give me an account of all the numbers 
published, on the sale of which there should have been 
a good profit. This they could not do ; so I paid no- 
thing, and received as little. I had, however, a good 
deal to pay to Robertson, who likewise asked more ; 
so that, after a year's literary drudgery, I found my- 
self a loser rather than a gainer. 

The name of this periodical was " The Spy.'* I 
continued it for a year, and to this day I cannot help 
regarding it as a literary curiosity. It has, doubtless, 
but little merit; but yet I think that, all circum- 
stances considered, it is rather wonderful. In my 
farewell paper I see the following sentence occurs, 
when speaking of few who stood friends to the work : 

" They have, at all events, the honour of patroniz- 
ing an undertaking quite new in the records of litera- 
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tare ; for, that a common shepherd, who never was at 
school ; who went to service at seven years of age, and 
could neither read nor write with any degree of accu- 
racy when thirty ; yet who, smitten with an nncon- 
qnerable tiiirst after knowledge, should leave his na- 
tive mountains, and his flocks to wander where they 
chose, come to the metropolis with his plaid wrapped 
about his shoulders, and all at once set up for a con- 
noisseur in manners, taste and genius — ^has much more 
the appearance of a romance than a matter of £Eict ; 
yet a matter of &ct it certainly is ; — and such a per- 
son is the editor of * The Spy.' " 

I begun it without asking, or knowing of any assis- 
tance ; but when Mr and Mrs Gray'*' saw it was on 
foot, they interested themselves in it with all their 
power, and wrote a number of essays for it. Several 
other gentlemen likewise contributed a paper quietly 
now and then, and among others Robert Sym, Esq., 
which I never discovered till after the work was dis- 
continued. Professor T. Gillespie, the Rev. Wm. Gil- 
lespie, J. Black of the Morning Chronicle, and sundry 
others, lent me an occasional hft. The greater part, 
however, is my own writing, and consists of four hun- 
dred and fifteen quarto pages, double columned, — ^no 
easy task for one person to accomplish in a year. I speak 
of this work as of one that existed, for it flew abroad, 
Hke the sibyl's papers, every week, and I believe there 
are not above five complete copies existing, if indeed 
there is one ; and, as it never will be reprinted, if 



* [Mr James Gray of the High School, Bdinbui^h.] 
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the scarcity of a work makes it valuable, no one can 
be more so, to exist at all. 

All this while there was no man who entered into 
my views, and supported them, save Mr John Grieve, 
a friend, whose affection neither misfortune nor impru- 
dence could once shake. Evil speakers had no effect 
on him. We had been acquainted from our youth ; 
and he had formed his judgment of me as a man and 
a poet ; and from that nothing could ever make him 
abate one item. Mr Grieve's opinion of me was by 
fiEir too partial, for it amounted to this, that he never 
conceived any effort in poetry above my reach, if I 
would set my mind to it ; but my carelessness and 
indifference he constantly regretted and deprecated. 
During the £rst six months that I resided in Edin- 
burgh, I lived with him, and his partner, Mr Scott, 
who, on a longer acquaintance, became as firmly 
attached to me as Mr Grieve ; and, I believe, as much 
so as to any other man alive. We three have had many 
very happy evenings together ; we indeed were sel- 
dom separate when it was possible to meet. They 
suffered me to want for nothing, either in money or 
clothes ; and I did not even need to ask these. Mr 
Grieve was always the first to notice my wants, and 
prevent them. In short, they would not suffer me to 
be obliged to any one but themselves for the value of 
a farthing; and without this sure support I could 
never have fought my way in Edinburgh. I was feirly 
starved into it, and if it had not been for Messrs Grieve 
and Scott, would, in a very short time, have been 
starved out of it again« 
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The next thing in which I became deeply inter- 
ested, in a literary way, was the Forum, a debating 
society, established by a few young men, of whom I, 
thongh far from being a young man, was one of the 
first. We opened our house to the public, making 
each individual pay a sixpence, and the crowds that 
attended, for three years running, were beyond all 
bounds. I was appointed secretary with a salary of 
twenty pounds a-year, which never was paid, though 
I gave away a great deal in charity. We were ex- 
ceedingly improvident ; but I never was so much ad- 
vantaged by anything as by thai society ; for it let me 
feel, as it were, the puke of the public, and precisely 
what they would swallow, and what they would 
not. AU my friends were averse to my coming for- 
ward in the Forum as a public speaker, and tried to 
reason me out of it, by representing my incapacity 
to harangue a thousand people in a speech of half an 
hour. I had, however, given my word to my asso- 
ciates, and my confidence in myself being unbounded, 
I began, and came oflf with flying colours. We met 
once a week. I spoke every night, and sometimes 
twice the same night ; and, though I sometimes incur- 
red pointed disapprobation, was in general a prodigious 
&vourite. The characters of all my brother members 
are given in the larger work, but here they import 
not. I have scarcely known any society of young 
men who have all got so well on. Their progress has 
been singular ; and, I am certain, people may say what 
they will, that they were greatly improved by their 
weekly appearances in the Forum. Private societies 
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signify nothing ; but a discerning public is a severe 
test, especially in a multitude, where the smallest de« 
parture from good taste, or from the question, was 
sure to draw down disapproval, and where no good 
saying ever missed observation and applause. If this 
do not assist in improving the taste, I know not what 
will. Of this I am certain, that I was greatly ihe 
better for it, and I may safely say, I never was in a 
school before. I might and would have written the 
" Queen's Wake " had the Forum never existed, but 
without the weekly lessons that I got there I could 
not have succeeded as I did. StiU our meetings were 
somewhat ludicrous, especially the formality of some 
of the presidents. To me they were so irresistible, 
that I wrote a musical farce, in three acts, called " The 
Forum, a Tragedy for Cold Weather," wherein all the 
members are broadly taken off, myself not excepted, 
and some of our evening scenes depicted. I believe it 
is a good thing of the kind, at least I remember think- 
ing so at the time ; but it was so severe on some of 
my friends, who had a few peculiarities about them, 
that I never showed it to any one. I have it by me ; 
but I believe never man saw it save myself. About 
the same time I wrote another musical drama of three 
acts, and showed it to Mr Siddons. He approved of 
it very highly, with the exception of some trivial 
scene, which I promised to alter, and he undertook to 
have it acted on the return of the season ; but I never 
saw him again. He was always kind and friendly to 
me, and made me free to the theatre from year to year. 
During the time that the Forum was going on, the 
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poetry of Mr Walter Scott and Lord Byron was ex- 
dting general attention. I had published some pieces 
in " The Spy " that Grieve thought exceedingly good ; 
and nothing would serve him but that I should take 
the field once more as a poet, and try my fate with 
others. I promised; and having some ballads or 
metrical tales by me, which I did not like to lose, I 
planned the ^^ Queen's Wake," in order that I might 
take these all in, and had it ready in a few months 
after it was first proposed. I was very anxious to read 
it to some person of taste ; but no one would either read 
it, or listen to my reading it, save Grieve, who assured 
me it would do. As I lived at Deanhaugh then, I in- 
vited Mr and Mrs Gray to drink tea, and to read a 
part of it with me before offering it for publication. 
Unluckily, however, before I had read half a page, 
Mrs Gray objected to a word, which Mr Grieve ap- 
proved of and defended, and some high disputes arose ; 
other authors were appealed to, and notwithstanding 
my giving several very broad hints, I could not pro- 
cure a hearing for another line of my new poem. In- 
deed, I was sorely disappointed, and told my friends 
so on going away; on which another day was ap- 
pointed, and I took my manuscript to Buccleugh 
Place. Mr Gray had not got through the third page 
when he was told that an itinerant bard had entered 
the lobby and was repeating his poetry to the board- 
ers. Mr Gray went out and joined them, leaving me 
alone with a young lady, to read or not, as we liked. 
In about half an hour he sent a request for me like- 
wise to come : on which I went, and heard a pour 
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crazy beggar repeating such miserable stuff as I had 
never heard before. I was terribly afEronted; and 
putting my manuscript in my pocket, I jogged away 
home in very bad humour. Gray has sometimes tried 
to deny the truth of this anecdote, and to face me out 
of it, but it would not do. I never estimated him the 
less as a friend ; but I did not forget it, in one point 
of view ; for I never read any more new poems to 
him. 

I next went to my firiend Mr Constable, and told 
him my plan of pubHcation; but he received me 
coldly, and told me to call again. I did so— when he 
said he would do nothing until he had seen the MS. 
I refused to give it, saying, " What skill have you 
about the merits of a book ?" — " It may be so, Hogg," 
said he ; " but I know as well how to sell a book as 
any man, which should be some concern of yours ; and 
I know how to buy one too !" 

Finally, he told me, that if I would procure him two 
hundred subscribers, to insure him from loss, he would 
give me £100 for hberty to print one thousand copies ; 
and more than that he would not give. I felt I should 
be obUged to comply ; and, with great reluctance, got 
a few subscription papers thrown off privately, and 
gave them to friends, who soon procured me the re- 
quisite number. But before this time, one George 
Goldie, a young bookseller in Princes Street, a lad of 
some taste, had become acquainted with me at the 
Forum, and earnestly requested to see my MS. I 
gave it to him with reluctance, being predetermined 
to have nothing to do with him. He had not, how- 
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ever, well looked into the work till he thought he per- 
ceived something ahove common-place ; and, when I 
next saw him, he was intent on heing the puhlisher of 
the work, offering me as much as Mr Constahle, and 
all the sobscribers to myself over and above. I was 
very loth to part with Mr Constable ; but the terms 
were so different, that I was obliged to think of it. I 
tried him again ; but he had differed with Mr Scott, 
and I found him in such bad humour, thai he would 
do nothing farther than curse all the poets, and declare 
that he had met with more ingratitude from literary 
men than all the rest of the human race. Of course 
Goldie got the work, and it made its appearance in the 
spring of 1813. 

As I said, nobody had seen the work ; aod, on the 
day after it was published, I went up to Edinburgh 
as anxious as a man could be. I walked sometimes 
about the streets, and read the title of my book on the 
booksellers' windows, yet I durst not go into any of 
the shops. I was like a man between death and life, 
waiting for the sentence of the jury. The first en- 
couragement that I got was from my country-man, 
Mr "William Dunlop, who, on observing me going 
sauntering up the plainstones of the High Street, came 
over from the Cross, arm-in-arm with another gentle- 
man, a stranger to me. I remember his salutation, 
word for word ; and, singular as it was, it made a 
strong impression ; for I knew that Mr Dunlop had 
a great deal of rough common sense. 

" Ye useless poetical deevil that ye're !" said he, 
•* wliat liae ye been doing a' this time ?" — " Wlv;\.t do- 
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ing, "Willie ! what do you mean V* " Ye liae been pes- 
tering us wi' fourpenny papers an' daft shilly-slially 
sangs, an' bletherin' an' speakin' i' the Forum, an yet 
had stuflf in ye to produce a thing like this !" — " Ay, 
Willie," said I ; "have you seen my new beuk ?" — 
" Ay, faith, that I have, man ; and it has cheatit me 
out o' a night's sleep. Ye hae hit the right nail on 
the head now. Yon's the very thing, sir." — " I'm 
very glad to hear you say sae, TViUie ; but what do 
ye ken about poems ?" — " Never ye mind how I ken ; 
I gi'e you my word for it, yon s the thing that will 
do. If ye had hadna made a fool o' yoursel' afore, 
man, yon wad hae sold better than ever a book sold. 
Od, wha wad hae thought there was as muckle in 
that sheep's-head o' yours ?" And with that he went 
away, laughing and miscalling me over his shoulder. 

This address give me a Httle confidence, and I faced 
my acquaintances one by one ; and every thing that I 
heard was laudatory. The first report of any work 
that goes abroad, be it good or bad, spreads like fire 
set to a hill of heather in a warm spring day, and no 
one knows where it will stop. From that day for- 
ward every one has spoken well of the work ; and 
every review praised its general features, save the Ec- 
lectic, wjhiich, in the year 1813, tried to hold it up to 
ridicule and contempt. Mr Jeffrey ventured not a 
word about it, either good or bad, himself, until the 
year after, when it had fairly got into a second and 
third edition. He tlien gave a very judicious and 
sensible review of it ; but he committed a most hor- 
rible blunder, in classing Mr Tennant, the author of 
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^ Anster Fidr," and me together, as two self-taught 
gnoses; whereas there was not one point of 
resranblance.* Tennant being a better educated man 
than the reyiewer himself^ was not a little affironted 
at being classed with me. From that day to this Mr 
Jeffirey has taken no notice of any thing that I have 
published, which I think can hardly be expected to 
do him any honour at the long run. I should like 
the worst poem that I have since published to stand a 
fiiir comparison with some that he has strained himself to 
bring forward. It is a pity that any literary connec- 
tion, which with the one party might be unavoidable, 
should ever prejudice one valued friend and acquain- 
tance against another. In the heart-burnings of party 
spirit, the failings of great minds are more exposed 
than in all other things in the world put together. 

Mr Goldie had little capital, and less interest among 
the trade ; nevertheless, he did all for my work that 
lay in his power, and sold two editions of it in a short 
time. About that period a general failure took place 



* [Bfr Jeffrey committed no sach *' blunder,'* as he is here accused of. 
The Qaeen's Wake and Anster Fair were reviewed in the same No. of the 
Edinburgh Review, in teparate articlet. The authors were spoken of as 
both originally belonging to an humble condition of life, but no further par- 
rallel was drawn between them. Mr Tennant's scholarship is not over- 
looked in the Review : on the contrary, he is recognised as being a ** distin- 
guiahtfd proficient in classical learning" and in '*the modem languages." 
As to the Shepherd's complaint of Mr Jeffirey's silence regarding his later 
productions, every one acquainted with the character of the critic will feel 
it to be unmerited. Ho^ never surpassed his Queen's Wake, and it was 
not the province of the Edinburgh Review to notice the works of any au- 
thor teriatim. In 1824, to be sure, the Jacobite Reliques were reviewed in 
that journal, but this had more relation to the Jacobite party than to the 
poet.] 
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among the secondary class of booksellers, and it was 
reported that Goldie was so much involved with some 
of the houses, that it was impossible he could escape 
destruction. A third edition of my poem was wanted, 
and, without more ado, I went and offered it to Mr 
Constable. We closed, a bargain at once, and the 
book was sent to Mr Ballantyne to print. But after 
a part was thrown off, Goldie got notice of the trans- 
action, and was neither to hold nor bind, pretending 
that he had been exceedingly iU used. He waited on 
Mr Constable one hour, and corresponded with him 
the next, till he induced him to give up the bargain. 
It was in vain that I remonstrated, afl&rming that the 
work was my own, and I would give it to whom I 
pleased. 1 had no one to take my part, and I was 
browbeat out of it — Goldie alleging that I had no rea- 
son to complain, as he now entered precisely into 
Constable's terms, and had run all the risk of the for^ 
mer editions. I durst not say that he was going to 
break, and never pay me ; so I was obHged to suffer 
the edition to be printed off in Goldie's name. This 
was exceeding ill done of him — ^nothing could be more 
cruel — ^and I was grieved that he did so, for I had a 
good opinion of him. The edition had not been lodged 
in his premises a week before he stopped payment, 
and yet, in that time, he had contrived to sell, or give 
away, more than one half of the copies ; and thus all 
the little money that I had gained, which I was so 
proud of, and on which I depended for my subsistence, 
and the settling of some old farming debts that were 
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greasing hard upon me, yanished firom my grasp at 
once.* 

It was on the occasion of Mr Blackwood being ap- 
pointed one of the trustees upon the bankrupt estate 
that I was first introduced to him. I found him and 
the two Messrs. Bridges deeply interested in my case. 
I shall never forget their kindness and attention to my 
interests at that unfortunate period. I apphed to Mr 
Samuel Aitken, who was the head trustee, with fear 
and trembling, for I judged of him as a severe and 
strict man, who I knew would do justice to me, but 
I expected nothing farther. When I waited on him 
he looked at me with his gray stiff eye. '' It is all 
over with me here," thought I. I never was more 
mistaken in my life ; for no sooner had I stated my 
case than Samuel entered into my interests with his 
whole heart, and said, that provided he could save 
the creditors from losing any thing, which he was bound 
to do, he saw no right they had to make any thing by 
my edition. He then and there consigned over to me 
the whole of the remaining copies, 490 in number, 
charging me only with the expenses of printmg, &c. 
These, to my agreeable astonishment, amounted only 
to two shillings and tenpence halfpenny per volume. The 
work sold at twelve shillings, so that a good reversion ap- 
peared to be mine. Mr Blackwood sold the copies 
for me on commission, and ultimately paid me more 
than double of what I was to have received from 



* [Mr Goldie, we believe, published a counter-statement to this, in which 
he exonerated himself from having dealt unfairly by the Shepherd.] 
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Goldie. For this I was indebted to the consideration- 
and kindness of the trustees. 

I had likewise, before this time, been introduced to 
most of the great literary characters in the metropolis, 
and lived with them on terms of intimacy, finding my^ 
self more and more a welcome guest at all their houses. 
However, I was careful not to abuse their indulgence ; 
for, with the exception of a few intimate friends, I 
made myself rather scarce. I was indebted for these 
introductions, in a great degree, to the Reverend Dr 
Morehead, one of the most amiable men I have ever 
known, and to two worthy ladies of the name of 
Lowes. 

On the appearance of Mr Wilson's " Isle of Palms," 
I was so greatly taken with many of his fanciful and 
visionary scenes, descriptive of bliss and woe, that it 
had a tendency to divest me occasionally of all worldly 
feelings. I reviewed this poem, as well as many 
others, in a Scottish Review then going on in Edin- 
burgh, and was exceedingly anxious to meet with the 
author ; but this I tried in vain, for the space of six 
months. All I could learn of him was, that he was a 
man from the mountains in Wales, or the West of 
England, with hair Uke eagles' feathers, and nails like 
birds' claws ; a red beard, and an uncommon degree 
of wildness in his looks. Wilson was then utterly un- 
known in Edinburgh, except slightly to Mr Walter 
Scott, who never introduces any one person to ano- 
ther, nor judges it of any avail. However, having no 
other shift left, I sat down and wrote him a note, tell- 
ing him that I wished much to see him, and if he 
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wanted to see me, he might come and dine with mo 
at my lodgings in the Road of Gabriel, at four. Ho 
accepted the invitation, and dined with Grieve and 
me ; and I fonnd him so much a man according to my 
own heart, that for many years we wero seldom 
twenty-four hours asunder, when in town. I after- 
wards went and visited him, staying with him a 
month at his seat in Westmoreland, where we had 
some curious doings among the gentlemen and poets 
of the lakes. It is a pity I have not room here to 
give a description of all these scenes, being obliged, ac- 
cording to my plan, to return to a subject far less in- 
teresting, namely, my own literary progress. 

The " Queen's Wake" being now consigned to Messrs. 
Murray and Blackwood, I fsarly left it to its fate ; 
and they published a fourth edition, which was in 
&ct not a new edition, but only the remainder of Gol- 
die's third; so that I gained an edition in the eyes of the 
world, although not in the weight of my purse, to which 
this edition in reality made no addition. It has, how- 
ever, been a good work to me, and has certainly been 
read and admired much above what its merits warrant. 

The same year in which I wrote the two musical 
dramas, I also wrote a tragedy, which was called 
" The Hunting of Badlewe ;" but of this Goldie only 
printed a few copies, to see how the public relished it. 
It was not favourably received ; — ^but more of this 
hereafter. 

Although it should rather have been mentioned at 
a period subsequent to this, I may take notice here, 
that the Ji/th edition of the " Queen s Wake," in royal 
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octavo, with plates, was a plan concocted by Mr 
Blackwood to bring me in a little money. .He was 
assisted in this undertaking by Charles Sharpe, Esq., 
Mr Walter Scott, and several other firiends ; but most 
of all by the indefatigable Mr David Bridges, junior, 
a man that often effects more in one day than many 
others can do in six, and who is, in fact, a greater 
prodigy than any self-taught painter or poet in the 
kingdom. 

The only other anecdote which I have recorded in 
my Diary relating to this poem is one about the de- 
dication. As it related to the amusements of a young 
queen, I thought I could dedicate it to no one so ap- 
propriately as to her royal and beautiful descendant, 
the Princess Charlotte ; which I did. By the advice 
of some friends, I got a large paper copy bound up in 
an elegant antique style, which cost three guineas, and 
sent it as a present to her Royal Highness, directing 
it to the care of Dr Fisher, bishop of SaUsbury, and 
requesting him to present it to his royal pupil. His 
lordship was neither at the pains to acknowledge the 
receipt of the work or of my letter, nor, I dare say, 
to deliver it as directed. The dedication I have never 
had the heart to cancel, even now when she is no 
more, and I have let the original date remain.* 

* [The dedication, which is omitted in the present edition, may be here 
subjoined. It is remarkable for its elegance and simplicity. 

" TO THE 

PRINCESS CHARLOTTE OF WALKS, 
A Shepherd 

FROM THE MOUNTAINS OP SCOTLAND 
DEDICATES THIS FOEM."3 
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During all this time I generally went on a tour into 
the Highlands every summer, and always made a point 
of tanrying some time at Kinnaird House in Athol, 
ihe seat of Chahners Izett, Esq., whose lady had taken 
an early interest in my fortunes, which no circum- 
stance has ever abated. I depended much on her ad- 
vice and good taste ; and had I attended more to her 
firiendly remonstrances, it would have been much bet- 
ter for me. In the sunmier of 1814, haying been 
seized with a severe cold while there, it was arranged 
that I should reside at Kinnaird House two or three 
weeks ; and as Mrs Izett insisted that I should not re- 
main idle, she conducted me up stairs one morning, and 
introduced me into a little study, furnished with books 
and writing materials. ^^ Now," said she, ^^ I do not 
wish you to curtail your fishing hours, since you seem 
to delight so much in it, but whenever you have a 
spare hour, either evening or morning, you can retire 
to this place, either to read or write, as the humour 
suits you." — " Since you will set me down to write,** 
said I, ^^ you must choose a subject for me, for I have 
nothing in hand, and have thought of nothing." — 
" How can you be at a loss for a subject," returned 
she, ^'and that majestic river rolling beneath your 
eyes ?" — " "Well," said I, " though I consider myself 
exquisite at descriptions of nature, and mountain-sce- 
nery in particular, yet I am afiraid that a poem wholly 
descriptive will prove dull and heavy." — " You may 
make it the shorter," said she ; " only write something 
to prevent your mind &om rusting. 

Upon this I determined immediately to write a 
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poem descriptive of the river Tay, and after spenditig 
about two hours considering in what verse I should 
write it, I fixed on the stanza of Spenser. ^^ That is 
the finest verse in the world," said I to myself; "it 
rolU oflF with such majesty and grandeur. What an 
effect it will have in the description of mountains, ca-^ 
taracts, and storms T 

I had also another motive for adopting it. I was 
fond of the Spenserian measure ; but there was some- 
thing in the best models that always offended my ear. 
It was owing to this. I thought it so formed, that 
every verse ought to be a structure of itself, resembl- 
ing an arch, of which the two meeting rhymes in the 
middle should represent the key-stone, and on these 
all the strength and flow of the verse should rest. On 
beginning this poem, therefore, I had the vanity to 
believe that I was going to give the world a new spe- 
cimen of this stanza in its proper harmony. It was 
under these feelings that my poem of " Mador of the 
Moor" was begun, and in a very short time completed : 
but I left out to the extent of one whole book of 
the descriptive part. There is no doubt whatever 
that my highest and most fortunate efforts in rhyme 
are contained in some of the descriptions of nature in 
that poem, and in the " Ode to Superstition" in the 
same measure. 

In the same year, and immediately on finishing the 
above poem, I conceived a plan for writing a volume 
of romantic poems, to be entitled " Midsummer Night 
Dreams," and am sorry to this day that a friendly ad- 
vice prevented me fi:om accomplishing my design, for 
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of aQ other subjects, there were none that soited the 
turns of my thoughts so well. 

The first of these dreams that I wrote was ^^ Con- 
nel of Dee," now published in the *' Winter Evening 
Tales," and the second was " The Pilgrims of the Sun." 
It happened that a gentleman, Mr James Park of 
Greenock, on whose literary taste I had great reliance, 
came to Edinburgh for a few weeks about this time ; 
and, as we had been intimate acquaintances and cor- 
respondents for a niunber of years, I gave him a per- 
usal of all my recent pieces in manuscript. His ap- 
probation of the ^^ Pilgrims of the Sun " was so decid- 
ed, and so unqualified, that he prevailed upon me to 
give up my design of the Midsummer Night Dreams, 
and also that of publishing Mador, and to publish 
the former poem as an entire work by itself. This 
advice of my inestimable and regretted friend, though 
given in sincerity of heart, I am convinced was wrong ; 
but I had faith in every one that commended any of 
my works, and laughed at those who did otherwise, 
thinking, and asserting, that they had not sufficient 
discernment. Among other wild and visionary sub- 
jects, the " Pilgrims of the Sun" would have done very 
well, and might at least have been judged one of the 
best ; but, as an entire poem by itself, it bears an im- 
press of extravagance, and affords no relief firom the 
story of a visionary existence. After my literary 
blunders and miscarriages are a few months old, I can 
view them with as much indifference, and laugh at 
them as heartily, as any of my neighbours. I have 

«ftcn felt, that Mary Lcc reminded me of a beautiful 

e2 
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country girl ttimed into an assembly in dishabille, " for 
a warld's wonder," whose beauties might be gazed at, 
but were sure to be derided. 

There were some circumstances attending the pub- 
lication of this poem which show the doings and the 
honour of the bookselling profession in a peculiar 
light. I called on my old friend, Mr Constable, firom 
whom I was very loth to part, and told him my de- 
sign and views in publishing the poem. He received 
me with his usual kindness, and seemed to encourage 
the plan : but in the mean time, said he was busy, and 
that if I would call again on Saturday, he would have 
time to think of it, and give me an answer. With the* 
solicitude of a poor author, I was punctual to my hour 
on Saturday, and found Mr Constable sitting at his- 
confined desk up stairs, and alone, which was a rare- 
incident. He saluted me, held out his hand without 
lifting his eyes from the paper, and then resuming his 
pen, continued writing. I read the backs of some of 
the books on his shelves, and then spoke of my new 
poem ; but he would not deign to lift his eyes, or re- 
gard me. I tried to bring on a conversation by talk- 
ing of the Edinburgh Review ; but all to no purpose. 
" Now, the devil confound the fellow," thought I to 
myself, " he will sit there scribbling till we are inter- 
rupted by some one coming to talk to him of busi- 
ness, and then I shall lose my opportunity — ^perhaps it 
is what he wants ! Hang him, if I thought he were- 
not wanting my book, I should be as saucy as he is !*' 
At length he turned his back to the window, with his^ 
face to me, and addressed me in a long set speech, a. 
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thing I never heard him do before. It had a great 
deal of spedonsness in it ; but with regard to its pur- 
port, I leave the world to judge. I pledge myself 
that in this short Sketch of my Literary life, as well 
as in the extended memoir, should that ever appear, 
to relate nothing but the downright truth. If any 
should feel that they have done or said wrong, I can- 
not help it. 

** Hogg," said he, " you are a very extraordinary fel- 
low ! you are a man of very great genius, sir ! I don't 
know if ever there was such another man bom 1" I 
looked down, and brushed my hat with my elbow ; 
for what could any man answer to such an address ? 
** Nay, it is all true, sir ; I do not jest a word — ^I never 
knew such a genius in my life. I am told, that since 
the publication of the ^' Queen's Wake" last year, you 
have three new poems, all as long, and greatly supe- 
rior to that, ready for publication. By G — , sir, you 
will write Scott, and Byron, and every one of them, 
oflF the field." 

*' Let us alane o' your gibes, Maister Constable," 
said I, '^ and tell me at aince what ye re gaun to say 
about yon." 

" I have been thinking seriously about your propo- 
sal, Hogg," said he ; " and though you are the very 
sort of man whom I wish to encourage, yet I do not 
think the work would be best in my hands. I am so 
deeply engaged, my dear sir, in large and ponderous 
works, that a small light work has no good chance in 
my hands at all. For the sake of the authors, I have 
often taken such works in hand — among others, your 



Ivi MEMOIR OF 

friend Mr Paterson's — and have been grieved that I 
had it not in my power to pay that minute attention 
to them, individually, that I wished to have done. 
The thing is impossible ! And then the authors come 
fretting to me; nor will they believe that another 
bookseller can do much more for such works than I 
xjan. There is my friend, Mr Miller, for instance — ^he 
has sold three times as many of Discipline as perhaps 
I could have done."—" No, no," said I, " I'll deal 
none with Mr Miller : if you are not for the work 
yourself I will find out one who will take it." — " I 
made the proposal in friendship," said he : "if you 
give the work to Miller I shall do all for it the same 
as if it were my own. I will publish it in all my ca- 
talogues, and in all my reviews and magazines, and I 
will send it abroad with all these to my agents in the 
tjountry. I will be security for the price of it, should 
you and he deal ; so that, in transferring it to Miller 
in place of me, you only secure for it two interests in 
place of one." 

This was all so unobjectionable, that I could say 
nothing in opposition to it ; so we agreed on the price 
at one word, which was, I think, to be eighty-six 
pounds for liberty to print one thousand copies. Mr 
Miller was sent for, who complied with every thing 
as implicitly as if he had been Mr Constable's clerk, 
and without making a single observation. The bar- 
gain was fairly made out and concluded ; the manu-^ 
script was put into Mr Miller's hands, and I left Edin- 
burgh, leaving him a written direction how to forward 
the proofs. Week passed after week, and no proo& 
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aniTed. I grew impatient, it having been stipulated 
thai the work was to be published in two months, and 
wrote to Mr Miller ; but I received no answer. I 
thai wrote to a friend to inquire the reason. He 
waited on Mr Miller, he said, but received no satis- 
hctory answer : ^^ the truth of the matter," added he, 
^ is tins : Mr Miller, I am privately informed, sent 
out your MS. among his blue-stockings for their ver- 
dict. They have condemned the poem as extravagant 
nonsense. Mr Miller has rued his bargain, and will 
never publish the poem, unless he is sued at law." 
How far this information was correct I had no means 
of discovering ; but it vexed me exceedingly, as I had 
mentioned the transaction to all my friends, and how 
much I was pleased at the connection. However, I 
waited patiently for two months, the time when it 
ought to have been published, and then I wrote Mr 
Miller a note, desiring him to put my work forthwith 
to the press, the time being now elapsed ; or, other- 
wise, to return me the manuscript. Mr Miller returned 
me the poem with a polite note, as if no bargain had 
existed, and I thought it beneath me ever to mention 
the circumstance agaun, either to him or Mr Consta- 
ble. As I never understood the real secret of this 
transaction, neither do I know whom to blame. Mr 
Miller seemed all along to be acting on the ground of 
some secret arrangement with his neighbour, and it 
was perhaps by an arrangement of the same kind that 
the poem was given up. But I only relate what I 
know. 

Some time after this Mr Blackwood iniiodwfiQ^ \sv^ 
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to Mr John Murray, the London bookseller, with 
whom I was quite delighted; and one night, after 
supping with him in Albany Street, I mentioned the 
transaction with Mr Miller. He said Mr Constable 
was to blame ; for, as matters stood, he ought to have 
seen the bargain implemented ; but, at* all events, it 
should be no loss to me, for he was willing to take the 
poem according to Mr Miller's bargain. There was 
nothing more said ; we at once agreed, and exchanged 
letters on it ; the work was put to press, and soon fin- 
ished. But, alas ! for my unfortunate Pilgrim ! The 
running copy was sent up to Mr Murray in London ; 
and that gentleman, finding his critical friends of the 
same opinion with Mr Miller's blue-stockings, would 
not allow his name to go to the work. It was in vain 
that Mr Blackwood urged that it was a work of ge- 
nius, however faulty, and that it would be an honour 
for any bookseller to have his name to it. Mr Mur- 
ray had been informed, by those on whose judgment 
he could rely, that it was the most wretched poem 
that ever was written. 

Mr Blackwood felt a delicacy in telling me this, and 
got a few friends to inform me of it in as delicate a 
way as possible. I could not, however, conceal my 
feelings, and maintained that the poem was a good 
one. Mr Grieve checked me, by saying it was im- 
possible that I could be a better judge than both the 
literary people of Scotland and England — ^that they 
could have no interest in condemning the poem ; and 
after what had happened, it was vain to augur any 
good of it. I said it would be long ere any of those 
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peraons who bad condemned it could write one like it < 
and I was obliged to please myself with this £mcy, 
and put up witb tbe afiront. 

Tbe poem came out, and was ratber well received. 
I never met witb any person, wbo really bad read it, 
that did not Hke the piece ; tbe reviewers praised it ; 
and tbe Eclectic, in particular, gave it tbe highest 
conmiendation I ever saw bestowed on a work of ge* 
nius. It was reprinted in two different towns in 
America, and ten thousand copies of it sold in that 
country. Mr Murray very honourably paid me tbe 
price agreed on three months before it was due ; but 
the work sold heavily here, and neither my booksel- 
lers nor I have proposed a second edition. The trade 
were all, except Mr Blackwood, set against it, in de- 
fence of their own good taste. It is indeed a faulty 
poem, but I think no shame of it ; neither, I trust, 
wiU any of my friends when I am no more. 

My next literary adventure was the most extrava- 
gant of any. I took it into my head that I would 
collect a poem from every living author in Britain, and 
publish them in a neat and elegant volume, by which 
I calculated I might make my fortune. I either ap- 
plied personally, or by letter, to Southey, "Wilson, 
"Wordsworth, Lloyd, Morehead, Pringle, Paterson, 
and several others ; all of whom sent me very ingeni- 
ous and beautiful poems. "Wordsworth afterwards re- 
claimed his; and although Lord Byron and Rogers 
both promised, neither of them ever performed. I 
beHeve they intended it, but some other concerns of 
deeper moment interfered. In one of Lord Byron s 
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letters he told me he was busy inditing a poem for me, 
and assured me that '^ he would appear in my work in 
his best breeks." That poem was " Lara," and who 
it was that influenced him to detain it from me, I do 
not know. I have heard a report of one ; but the 
deed was so imgenerous, I cannot believe it/ 

I may here mention, by way of advertising, that I 
have lost all Lord Byron's letters to me, on which I 
put a very high value ; and which I know to have 
been stolen from me by some one or other of my tourist 
visitors, for I was so proud of these letters, that I 
would always be showing them to every body. It 
was exceedingly unkind, particularly as they never 
can be of use to any other person, for they have been 
BO often and so eagerly read by many of my friends, 
that any single sentence out of any one of them could 
easily be detected. I had five letters of his of two 
sheets each, and one of three. They were indeed 
queer harumscarum letters^ about women, and poetry, 
mountains, and authors, and blue-stockings ; and what 
he sat down to write about was generally put in the 
postscript. They were all, however, extremely kind, 
save one, which was rather a satirical, bitter letter. 
I had been joking him about his approaching marriage, 
and assuring him he was going to get himself into a 
confounded scrape. I wished she might prove both a 
good mill and a hank to him ; but I much doubted 
they would not be such as he was calculating on. I 
think he felt that I was using too much freedom with 
him. 

The last letter that I received from him was shortly 
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after the birth of his daughter Ada. In it he breathed 
the most tender affection both for the mother and 
child. How much I was astounded by the news that 
soon followed that ! — ^Peace be to his manes 1 He 
was a great man ; and I do not think that one on 
earth appreciated his gigantic genius so highly as I 
did. He sent me previous to that period all his poems 
as they were printed. 

But to return to my publication : Mr Walter Scott 
absolutely refused to furnish me with even one verse, 
which I took exceedingly ill, as it frustrated my whole 
plan. What occasioned it I do not know, as I ac> 
counted myself certain of his support from the begin- 
ning, and had never asked any thing of him in all my 
life that he refused. It was in vain that I represen- 
ted that I had done as much for him, and would do 
ten times more if he required it. He remained firm 
in his denial, which I thought very hard ; so I left him 
in high dudgeon, sent him a very abusive letter, and 
would not speak td him again for many a day. I 
could not even endure to see him at a distance, I felt 
so degraded by the refusal ; and I was, at that time, 
more disgusted with all mankind than I had ever been 
before, or have ever been since. 

I began, with a heavy heart, to look over the 
pieces I had received, and lost all hope of the success 
of my project. They were, indeed, all very well ; but 
I did not see that they possessed such merit as could 
^ve celebrity to any work; and after considering 
them well, I fancied that I could write a better poem 
than any that had been sent or would be sent to me, 

/ 
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and this so completely in the style of each poet, that 
it should not be known but for his own production. 
It was this conceit that suggested to me the idea of 
" The Poetic Mirror, or Living Bards of Britain." I 
set to work with great glee, as the fancy had struck 
me, and in a few days I finished my imitations of 
"Wordsworth and Lord Byron. Like a fool, I admired 
the latter poem most, and contrived to get a large li- 
terary party together, on pretence, as I said, of giving 
them a literary treat. I had got the poem trans* 
cribed, and gave it to Mr Ballantyiie to read, who did 
it ample justice. Indeed, he read it with extraordin* 
ary effect ; so much so, that I was astonished at tho 
poem myself, and before it was half done all pronoun- 
ced it B}Ton s. Every one was deceived, except Mr 
BaUantyne, who was not to be imposed on in that 
way ; but he kept the secret until we got to the bridge, 
and then he told me his mind. 

" The " Poetic Mirror" was completely an off-hand 
production. I wrote it all in ihtee weeks, except a 
very small proportion ; and in less than three months 
it wsis submitted to the public. The second poem in 

the volume, namely, the Epistle to R S ^ the 

most beautiful and ingenious piece in the work, is not 
mine. It was written by Mr Thomas Pringle, and 
was not meant as an imitation of Mr Scott's manner at 
all. There is likewise another small secret connected 
with that work, which I am not yet at liberty to un- 
fold, but which the ingenious may perhaps discover. 
The first edition was sold in six weeks, and another of 
seven hundred and fifty copies has since been sold. I 
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do not set any particular value on any poem in the 
work by myself, except the Gude Greye Katte," 
which was written as a caricature of " The Pilgrims 
of the Snn," the " Witch of Fife," and some others of 
my £ury ballads. It is greatly superior to any of them. 
I have also been told that in England, one of the imi- 
tations of Wordsworth's Excursion has been deemed 
excellent. 

The year following I published two volumes of 
Tragedies : to these I affixed the title of '^ Dramatic 
Tales, by the Author of the Poetic Mirror." I for- 
got, however, to mention, that the Poetic Mirror was 
published anonymously, and I was led to think that, 
had the imitations of Wordsworth been less a carica- 
ture, the work might have passed, for a season at least, 
as the genuine productions of the authors themselves, 
whose names were prefixed to the several poems. I 
was strongly urged by some friends, previous to the 
publication of these plays, to try "Sir Anthony 
Moore" on the stage ; and once, at the suggestions of 
Sir Walter Scott, I consented to submit it to the play- 
ers, through Mr Ballantyne. But, by a trivial acci- 
dent the matter was delayed till I got time to consi- 
der of it ; and then I shrunk from the idea of intrust- 
ing my character as a poet in the hands of every 
bungling and absurd actor, who, if dissatisfied with his 
part, had the power of raising as much disapprobation 
as might damn the whole piece. Consequently, my 
first attempts in the drama have never been oflFered 
for representation. " Sir Anthony Moore" is the least 
original, and the least poetical piece of the whole, and 
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I trust it will never be acted wnile I live ; but, if at 
any period it should be brought forward, and one able 
performer appear in the character of Old Cecil, and 
another in that of Caroline, I may venture my credit 
and judgment, as an author, that it will prove success- 
ful. The pastoral drama of " AU-Hallow Eve" was 
written at the suggestion of the Reverend Robert 
Morehead. " The Profligate Princess" is a modiiica- 
tion of my first play, " The Hunting of Badlewe," 
printed by Goldie ; and the fragment of " The Haun- 
ted Glen ' was written off-hand, to make the second 
volume of an equal extent with the first. 

The small degree of interest that these dramas ex- 
cited in the world finished my dramatic and poetical 
career. I had adopted a resolution of writing a drama 
every year as long as I lived, hoping to make my- 
self perfect by degrees, as a man does in his calling, by 
serving an apprenticeship ; but the failure of those to 
excite notice fully convinced me, that either this was 
not the age to appreciate the qualities of dramatic 
composition, or that I was not possessed of the talents 
fitting me for such an undertaking : and so I gave up 
the ambitious design. 

Before this period, all the poems that I had pub- 
lished had been begun and written by chance and at 
random, without any previous design. I had at that 
time commenced an epic poem on a regular plan, and 
I finished two books of it, pluming myself that it was 
to prove my greatest work. But, seeing that the poe- 
tical part of these dramas excited no interest in the 
public, I felt conscious that no poetry I should ever 
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be able to write would do so ; or, if it did, the success 
would hinge upon some casualty, on which it did not 
behove me to rely. So, from that day to this, save 
now and then an idle song to beguile a leisure hour, I 
determined to write no more poetry. 

Several years subsequent to this, at the earnest in- 
treaties of some literary friends, I once more set to 
work and finished the epic, which I entitled " Queen 
Hynde," in a time shorter than any person would be- 
lieve. I submitted it first to Sir Walter Scott, who 
gave it his approbation in the most unqualified terms ; 
«o the work was put to press with every prospect of 
high success. I sold an edition of one thousand copies 
to Longman and Co. ; but Mr Blackwood, who had 
been chiefly instrumental in urging me to finish the 
poem, clsdmed the half of the edition, and got it. But 
it proved to him like the Highlandman's character — 
**he would have peen as petter without it." That 
malicious deevil^ Jerdan, first took it up and damned 
it with faint praise. The rest of the reviewers fol- 
lowed in his wake, so that, in short, the work sold 
heavily and proved rather a failure. 

It is said the multitude never are wrong, but, in 

this instance, I must take Mr Wordsworth's plan, and 

maintain that they were wrong. I need not say how 

grievously I was disappointed, as what unsuccessful 

candidate for immortal fame is not ? But it would 

have been well could I have refrained from exposing 

myself. I was invited to a public dinner given by a 

great number of young friends, a sort of worshippers 

of mine (for I have a number of those in Scotland.) 

/2 
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It was to congratulate me on my new work, and drink 
success to it. The president made a speech, in which, 
after some laudatory remarks on the new poem, he 
boldly and broadly asserted that it was much inferior 
to their beloved " Queens Wake." I was indignantly 
wroth, denying his assertion both in principle and po- 
sition, and maintained not only that it was infinitely 
superior to the " Queen's Wake," but I offered to bet 
the price of the edition with any or all of them that it 
was the best epic poem that ever had been produced 
in ScQtland. None of them would take the bet, but 
as few backed me. I will however stake my credit 
on " Queen Hynde." It was unfortunate that the 
plot should have been laid in an age so early that we 
have no interest in it. 

From the time I gave up " The Spy," I had been 
planning with my friends to commence the publication 
of a Magazine on a new plan ; but, for several years 
we only conversed about the utility of such a work, 
without doing any thing farther. At length, among 
others, I chanced to mention it to Mr Thomas Prin- 
gle ; when I found that he and his friends had a plan 
in contemplation of the same kind. We agreed to 
join our efforts, and try to set it a-going ; but, as I 
declined the editorship on account of residing mostly 
on my farm at a distance from town, it became a puz- 
zling question who was the best qualified among our 
friends for that undertaking. We at length fixed on 
Mr Gray as the fittest person for the principal depart- 
ment, and I mentioned the plan to Mr Blackwood, 
who, to my astonishment, I foimd had likewise long 
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been cberishing a plan of the same kind. He said ho 
knew nothing about Pringle, and always had his eye 
oa me as a principal assistant ; but he would not be* 
^ the undertaking until he saw he could do it with 
effect. Finding him, however, disposed to encourage 
such a work, Pringle, at my suggestion, made out a 
plan in writing, with a list of his supporters, and sent 
it in a letter to me. I inclosed it in another, and sent 
it to Mr Blackwood ; and not long after that period 
Pringle and he came to an arrangement about com- 
mencing the work, while I was in the country. Thus 
I had the honour of being the beginner, and almost sole 
instigator of that celebrated work, ^^ Blackwood's Ma- 
gazine ;" but from the time I heard that Pringle had 
taken in Cleghom as a partner I declined all connection 
with it, fiEui;her than as an occasional contributor. I 
told him the connection would not likely last for a year^ 
and insisted that he should break it at once ; but to 
this proposal he would in nowise listen. As I had 
predicted, so it fell out, and much sooner than might 
have been expected. In the fourth month after the 
conmiencement of that work, I received a letter from 
Mr Blackwood, soliciting my return to Edinburgh ; 
and when I arrived there, I found that he and his two 
redoubted editors had gone to loggerheads, and in- 
stead of arguing the matter face to face, they were cor- 
responding together at the rate of about a sheet an 
hour. Viewing this as a ridiculous mode of proceed- 
ing, I brought about two meetings between Mr Black- 
wood and Mr Pringle, and endeavoured all that I could 
to bring them to a right understanding about the mat- 
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ter. A reconciliation was effected at that time, and I 
returned again to the country. Soon, however, I 
heard that the flames of controversy, and proud oppKH 
sition, had broken out between the parties with greater 
fury than ever ; and shortly after, that they had Anally 
separated, and the two champions gone over and en- 
listed under the banners of Mr Constable, having left 
Mr Blackwood to shift for himself, and carried over, as 
they pretended, their right to the Magazine, with all 
their subscribers and contributors to the other side. 

I received letters from both parties. I loved Prin- 
gle, and would gladly have assisted him had it been in 
my power ; but, after balancing fairly the two sides, 
I thought Mr Blackwood more sinned against than 
sinning, and that the two editors had been endeavour- 
ing to bind him to a plan which could not possibly 
succeed ; so, on considering his disinterested friendship 
for me, manifested in several strong instances, I stuck 
to him, expecting excellent sport in the various ex- 
ertions and manoeuvres of the two parties for the su- 
periority. 

I know not what wicked genius put it into my head, 
but it was then, in an evil hour, when I had deter- 
mined on the side I was to espouse, that I wrote the 
" Chaldee Manuscript," and transmitted it to Mr 
Blackwood from Yarrow. On first reading it, he 
never thought of publishing it ; but some of the ras- 
cals to whom he showed it, after laughing at it, by 
their own accounts till they were sick, persuaded liim, 
nay almost forced him, to insert it; for some of them 
went so far as to tell him, tliat if he did not admit 
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that iidinitable article, they would never speak to him 
again so long as they lived. Needless however it is 
now to deny, that they interlarded it with a good deal 
of deevilry of their own, which I had never thought 
of; and one who had a principal hand in these altera- 
tions has never yet been named as an aggressor. 

Certain of my literary associates call me Ths Ckal- 
dee Sh&pherd^ and pretend to sneer at my assumption 
of being the author of that celebrated article. Certes 
they have long ago persuaded the country that I was 
not. Luckily, however, I have preserved the original 
proof slips and three of Mr Blackwood's letters re- 
lating to the article. These proofs show exactly what 
part was mine, which, if I remember aright (for I 
write this in London), consists of the first two chap- 
ters, part of the third, and part of the last. The rest 
was said to have been made up conjointly in fiill divan. 
I do not know, but I always suspected Lockhart of a 
heavy responsibility there. 

I declare I never once dreamed of giving anybody 
offence by that droll article, nor did I ever think of 
keeping it a secret either from Mr Constable or 
Mr Pringle: so far from that, I am sure, had 
I been in town, I would have shown the manu- 
script to the latter before publication. I meant it as a 
dy history of the transaction, and the great literary 
battle that was to be fought. All that I expected 
was a little retaliation of the same kind in the oppos- 
ing magazine ; and when I received letter after letter, 
informing me what a dreadful flame it had raised in 
Edinburgh, I could not be brought to believe that it 
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was not a joke. I am not certain but that I confessed 
the matter to Mr George Thomson, m the course of 
our correspondence, before I was aware of its import- 
ance. No one ever suspected me as the author* 
When I came to town, every one made his remarks, 
and pronounced his anathemas upon it, without any 
reserve, in my hearing, which afforded me much 
amusement. Still I could not help viewing the whole 
as a farce, or something unreal and deceptive ; and. I 
am sure I never laughed so much in my life as at the 
rage in which I found so many people. 

That same year I published " The Brownie of Bods- 
beck," and other Tales, in two volumes. I suff^ed 
unjustly in the eyes of the world with regard to that 
tale, which was looked on as an imitation of the tale 
of " Old Mortality," and a counterpart to that ; where- 
as it was written long ere the tale of " Old Mortality" 
was heard of, and I well remember my chagrin on 
finding the ground, which I thought clear, pre-occu- 
pied before I could appear publicly on it, and that by 
such a redoubted champion. It was wholly owing to 
Mr Blackwood that this tale was not published a year 
sooner, which would eflfectually have freed me from 
the stigma of being an imitator, and brought in the 
author of the " Tales of My Landlord" as an imitator 
of me. That was the only ill turn that ever Mr 
Blackwood did me; and it ought to be a warning to 
authors never to intrust booksellers with their manu- 
scripts. 

I mentioned to Mr Blackwood that I had two tales 
I wished to publish, and at his request I gave hun a 
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reading of the manuscript. One of them was ^^ The 
Brownie," which, I helieye, was not quite finished. 
He approved of it, hut ¥dth " The Bridal of Pohnood" 
he would have nothing to do. Of course, my manu- 
scripts were returned, and I had nothing else for it hut 
to retire to the country, and there begin and write two 
other tales in place of the one rejected. '^ The Bri- 
dal of Polmood," however, was published from the 
same copy, and without the alteration of a word, and 
has been acknowledged by all who have read it as the 
most finished and best written tale that I ever pro- 
duced. Mr Blackwood himself must be sensible of 
this hct, and also, that in preventing its being pub- 
lished along with " The Brownie of Bodsbeck," he did 
an injury both to himself and me. As a fu-ther proof 
how little booksellers are to be trusted, he hkewiso 
wished to prevent the insertion of " The Wool-Ga- 
therer," which has been a universal favourite; but I 
know the source from whence it proceeded. I would 
never object trusting a bookseller, were he a man of 
any taste; for unless he wishes to reject an author al- 
together, he can have no interest in asserting what he 
does not think. But the plague is, they never read 
works themselves^ but give them to their minions, with 
whom there never fails to lurk a literary jealousy ; and 
whose suggestions may uniformly be regarded as any 
thing but the truth. For my own part, I know that 
I have always been looked on by the learned part of 
the community as an intruder in the paths of litera- 
ture, and every opprobrium has been thrown on me 
from that quarter. The truth is, that I am so. The 
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walks of leammg are occupied by a powerful arista* 
cracy, who deem that province their own peculiar 
right ; else, what would avail all their dear-bought 
collegiate honours and degrees ? No wonder that they 
should view an intruder, from the humble and despised 
ranks of the community, with a jealous and indig- 
nant eye, and impede his progress by every means in 
their power. 

I was unlucky therefore in the publication of my 
first novel, and what impeded me still farther, was the 
publication of " Old Mortality ;" for, having made the 
redoubted Burley the hero of my tale, I was obliged 
to go over it again, and alter all the traits in the cha- 
racter of the principal personage, substituting John 
Brown of Caldwell for John Balfour of Burley, greatly 
to the detriment of my story. I tried also to take out 
Clavers, but I found this impossible. A better in- 
stance could not be given of the good luck attached to 
one person, and the bad luck which attended the ef- 
forts of another. 

I observe that in the extended MS. I had detailed 
all the proceedings of a club, the most ridiculous per- 
haps that ever was established in any city, and, owing 
to some particular circumstances, I cannot refrain from 
mentioning them here. This club was established one 
night, in a frolic, at a jovial dinner party, in the house 
of a young lawyer, now of some celebrity at the bar, 
and was christened The Right and Wrong Club, The 
chief principle of the club was, that whatever any of 
its members should assert, the whole were bound to 
support the same, whether right or wrong. We 
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wiere so delighted with the novelty of the idea, that 
we agreed to meet the next day at Oman's Hotel, and 
oelehnie its anniyenaiy. We were dull and heavy 
when we mot, but did not part so. We dined at five, 
and aepanted at two in the morning, before which time 
the dab had risen greatly in our estimation ; so we 
agreed to meet next day, and every suocessive day for 
five or six weeks, and dnring all that time our hours 
of flitting oontmued the same. No eonstitutions on 
etrih could stand this. Had our meetings been res- 
tricted to once a month, or even once a week, the club 
mig^t have continued to this day, and would have 
beeo a source of much pleasure and entertainment to 
the members ; but to meet daily was out of the ques- 
tioQ. The result was, that several of the members 
got quite deranged, and I drank myself into an in- 
flammatory fever. The madness of the members 
proved no bar to the hilarity of the society ; on the 
contrary, it seemed. to add a great deal of zest to 
it, as a thing quite in character. An inflammatory 
fever, however, sounded rather strange in the ears 
of the joyous group, and threw a damp on their 
spirits. They continued their meetings for some days 
longer, and regularly sent a deputation at five o'clock 
to inquire after my health, and I was sometimes (sl- 
voured with a call from one or more of the members, 
between two and three in the morning, when they se- 
parated. The mornings after such visits I was almost 
sure to have to provide new knockers and bell-handlef 
for all the people on the stair. Finding, however, that 
I still grew worse, they had the generosity to discon- 



bmy MEMOIR or 

tinne their sittings, and to declare that they would 
not meet again until their poet was ahle to join them; 
and if that should never happen, they would never 
meet again. This motion (which was made by a 
newly-initiated member, Mr John Ballantyne,) ww 
hailed with shouts of approbation, and from that hour 
to this The Right and Wrong Club never more met. 
It was high time that it should have been given up, 
for one term at least. It proved a dear club to me. I 
was three weeks confined to my bed, and if it had not 
been for Dr Saunders, I believe I should have died. 
Its effect turned out better with regard to several of 
the other members, as it produced a nimiber of happy 
marriages. During the period of high->excitation, the 
lads wrote flaming love-letters to young ladies of their 
acquaintance, containing certain proffers, which, with 
returning reflection, they found they could not with 
propriety retract. It made some of them do the 
wisest acts that ever they did in their lives. 

This brings me to an anecdote which I must relate, 
though with little credit to myself; one that I never 
call to mind without its exciting feelings of respect, ad- 
miration, and gratitude. I formerly mentioned that I 
had quarrelled with Sir Walter Scott. It is true,' I 
had all the quarrel on my own side : no matter for 
that ; I was highly offended, exceedingly angry, and 
shunned all communications with him for a twelve- 
month. He heard that I was iU, and that my trouble 
had assumed a dangerous aspect. Every day, on his 
return from the Parliament-House, he called at Messrs. 
Grieve and Scott's to inquire after my health, with 
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nmdi finendly solicitade ; and this, too, after I had re- 
loiinced hk firiendship^ and told him that I held both 
H and his literary talents in contempt ! One day in 
particular, he took Mr Grieve aside, and asked him if 
I had proper attendants and an able physician. Mr 
Grieye assured him that I was carefully attended, and 
had the skill of a professional gentleman, in whom I 
had the most implicit confidence. ^^ I would &in have 
caDed," said he, ^^ but I knew not how I would be re- 
ceived. I request, however, that he may have every 
proper attendance, and want for nothing thai can con- 
tribute to the restoration of his health. And in par- 
ticular, I have to request that you will let no pecuni- 
ary consideration whatever prevent his having the best 
medical advice in Edinburgh, for I shall see it paid. 
Poor Hogg ! I would not for all that I am worth in 
the world that any thing serious should bcfiEdl him. ' 

As Mr Grieve had been enjoined, he never men- 
tioned this circumstance to me. I accidentally, how- 
ever, came to the knowledge of it some months after- 
wards. I then questioned him as to the truth of it, when 
he told me it all, very much affected. I went straight 
home, and wrote an apology to 8ir Walter, which was 
heartily received, and he invited me to breakfi&st next 
morning, adding, that he was longing much to see me. 
The same day, as we were walking round St An- 
drews Square, I endeavoured to make the cause of 
our difference the subject of conversation, but he eluded 
it. I tried it again some days afterwards, sitting 
in his study, but he again parried it with equal dexte- 
rity ; so that I have been left to conjecture what could 
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be his motiye in refusing so peremptorily the ti 
that I had asked of him. I knew him too wdl 
have the least suspicion that there could be any sel 
or imfriendly feeling in the determination that he ad 
ted, and I can account for it in no other way, than 
supposing that he thought it mean in me to atted 
either to acquire gain, or a name, by the efforb 
other men ; and that it was much more honourable 
use a proverb of his own, « that every herring she 
liang by its own head." 

Mr Wilson once drove me also into an ungovc 
able rage, by turning a long and elaborate poen 
mine, on " The t'ield of Waterloo," into ridiculfi, 
learning which I sent him a letter, which I thou 
was a tickler. There was scarcely an abusive epil 
in our language that I did not call him by. My 
ter, however, had not the designed efiPect : the op] 
brious names proved only a source of amusement 
Wilson, and he sent me a letter of explanaticm 
apology, which knit my heart closer to him than e 
My friends in general have been of opinion that he 
amused himself and the public too often at my 
pense ; but, except in one instance, which termini 
very ill for me, and in which I had no more com 
than the man in the moon, I never discerned any 
design on his part, and thought it all excellent sj 
At the same time, I must acknowledge, that it 
using too much freedom with any author, to print 
name in full, to poems, letters, and essays, whicl 
himself never saw. I do not say that he has done t 
but either he or some one else has done it many a^t 
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My next literary midertakiiig was the '^ Jacobite 
Bdics of Sooilaiid.'* Of this work it is proper to 
nuntioii, that it was first proposed in the Highland 
Society of London, His Royal Highness the Duke of 
Sussex being in the chair ; yet, for all that, the native 
Highlanders were so jealous of a Sassenach coming 
|dodding among them, gathering up their rebellions 
scn^M, that, had it not been for the influence of the 
ladies over the peasantry of their respective districts, 
I oonld never have succeeded. 

I published the first volume in 1819, reserving the 
second volume nntil the following year, in the hope of 
collecting every remnant that was worthy of preser- 
vation. The task was exceedingly troublesome, but fiir 
firom b^ng nnmixed with pleasure. The jealousy of 
the Highlanders was amusing beyond conception. I 
shall never forget vnth what sly and disdainful looks 
Dcmald would eye me, when I told him I was gather- 
ing up old songs. And then he would say, ^' Ohon, 
man, you surely half had very less to do at home ; and 
so you want to get some of the songs of the poor re- 
pellioners firom me ; and then you will give me up to 
King Shorge to be hanged ? Hoo, no ! — ^that will 
never do." 

In the interim between the publication of the first 
and second volumes I collected and arranged for pub- 
lication " The Winter Evening Tales," which were 
published by Oliver and Boyd in 1820, in two vol- 
umes, closely printed. The greater part of these 
Tales was vmtten in early life, when I was a 
shepherd among the mountains, and on looking 
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them over, I saw well enough that there was a blunt 
rusticity about them ; but I liked them the better for 
it, and altered nothing. To me they appeared not 
only more characteristic of the life that I then led, but 
also of the manners that I was describing. As to the 
indelicacies hinted at by some reviewers, I do declare 
that such a thought never entered into my mind, so 
tliat the public are indebted for these indelicacies to the 
acuteness of the discoverers. Wo be to that reader 
who goes over a simple and interesting tale fishing for 
indelicacies, without calculating on what is natural for 
the characters with whom ho is conversing ; a prac- 
tice, however, too common among people of the pre- 
sent age, especially if the author be not a blue-stock- 
ing. All that I can say for myself in general, is, that 
I am certain I never intentionally meant iU, and that 
I hope to be forgiven, both by God and man, for every 
line that I have written injurious to the cause of reli- 
gion, of virtue, or of good manners. On the other 
hand, I am so ignorant of the world, that it can scarcely 
be expected I should steer clear of all inadvertencies. 
The following list of works may appear trifling in 
the eyes of some, but wlien it is considered that they 
have been produced by a man almost devoid of educa- 
tion, and principally, in his early days, deban*ed from 
every advantage in life, and possessed only of a quick 
eye in observing the operations of nature, it is cer- 
tainly a sufficient excuse for inserting them here, more 
especially as some of them run a great risk of being 
lost. I am proud of it myself, and I do not deny it ; 
nor is there one in the list, for the contents of which 
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I hayc any reason to blusli, when all tilings aro taken 
into account. I was forty years of ago before I wrote 
the ^ Queen's Wake." That poom was publishctl in 
1813 ; so that in that and the next six years I wrote 
and published 

Vub. 

The Queen's Wake • • • • 1 

Pilgrims of the Sun 1 

The Hunting of Badlewo ... 1 

Mador of the Moor 1 

Poetic Mirror 1 

Dramatic Talcs 2 

Brownie of Bodsbeck .... 2 

Winter Evening Tales .... 2 

Sacred Melodies I 

Border Garland, No. 1 1 

Jacobite Relics of Scotland ... 2 

Making fifteen volumes in seven years, besides many 
articles in periodical works. To these may now bo 
added 

Vols. 

The Spy 1 

Queen Hynde 1 

The Three Perils of Man ... 3 

The Three Perils of Women ... 3 

Confessions of a Fanatic .... 1 

The Shepherd's Calendar .... 2 

A Selection of Songs .... 1 

ITie Queer Book 1 
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The Royal Jubilee . . • . 1 

The Mountain Bard . . • • 1 

The Forest Minstrel .... 1 

Making in all about thirty volumes, which, if the 
quality were at all proportioned to the quantity, are 
enough for any man's life. 

I omitted to mention formerly, that in 1815, 1 was 
applied to by a celebrated composer of music, in the 
name of a certam company in London, to supply 
verses, suiting some ancient Hebrew Melodies, selected 
in the synagogues of Germany. I proffered to furnish 
them at a guinea a stanza, which was agreed to at 
once, and I furnished verses to them all. The work 
was published in a splendid style, price one guinea; 
but it was a hoax upon me, for I was never paid a 
farthing. 

In this short Memoir, which is composed of cx-> 
tracts from a larger detail, I have coniined myself to 
such anecdotes only as relate to my progress as a wri- 
ter, and these I intend to continue from year to year 
as long as I live. There is much that I have vnrit- 
ten which cannot as yet appear ; for the literary men 
of Scotland, my contemporaries, may change their cha- 
racters, so as to forfeit the estimate at which I have set 
them. Of my own productions, I have endeavoured 
to give an opinion, with perfect candour ; and, although 
the partiality of an author may be too apparent in the 
preceding pages, yet I trust every generous heart will 
excuse, and make due allowance for the failing. 
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REMINISCENCES OF FORMER DAYS. 

I MUST now proceed with my reminiscenoes at ran- 
dom, as from the time the last journal was finished 
and published I ceased keeping any notes. From 
1809 until 1814 I resided in Edinburgh, having no 
home or place of retirement in my native district of 
Ettrick Forest, a want which I felt grievously in sum- 
mer. Bat in the course of the last-mentioned year I 
reociTed a letter from the late Duke Charles of Buc- 
deo^i, by the hands of his chamberlain, presenting 
me with the small fiurm of Altrive Lake, in the wilds 
of Yanow. The boon was quite unsolicited and un- 
expected, and never was a more welcome one confer- 
red <m an unfortunate wight, as it gave me once more 
a habitation among my native moors and streams, 
where each &ce was that of a friend, and each house 
was a home, as well as a residence for life to my aged 
fisher. 

The letter was couched in the kindest terms, and 
informed me that I had long had a secret and sincere 
friend whom I knew not of, in his late Duchess, who 
had in her lifetime solicited such a residence for me. 
In the letter he said, ^' The rent shall be nominal ;'* 
bat it has not even been nominal, for such a thing as 
rent has never once been mentioned. Subsequently 
to that period I was a frequent guest at his Grace's 
table ; and, as he placed me always next liim, on hiti 
right hand, I enjoyed a good share of his conversation^ 
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and I must say of my benefactor, that I have neTer 
met with any man whom I deemed his equal. There 
is no doubt that he was beloved and esteemed, not 
only by his family and friends, but by all who could 
appreciate merit ; yet strange to say, Duke Chailet 
was not popular among his tenantry. This was aoldy 
owing to the change of times, over which no noble- 
man can have any control, and which it is equally 
impossible for him to redress ; for a more consideratei 
benevolent, and judicious gentleman I never saw. It 
is natural to suppose that I loved him, and felt grate- 
ful towards him ; but exclusive of all feelings of that 
nature, if I am any judge of mankind, Duke Charles 
had every qualification both of heart and mind, which 
ought to endear a nobleman to high and low, rich and 
poor. From the time of his beloved partner's death 
his spirits began to droop ; and, though for the sake 
of his family he made many efforts to keep them up, 
the energy that formerly had supported them was 
broken, and the gnawings of a disconsolate heart 
brought him to an untimely grave. Blessed be the 
memory of my two noble and only benefactors ! they 
were lovely in their lives, and in their deaths they 
were but shortly divided. 

I then began and built a handsome cottage on my 
new farm, and forthwith made it my head-queers. 
But not content with this, having married in 1820 
Miss Margaret Phillips, youngest daughter of Mr 
Phillips, late of Longbridge-moor, in Annandale, and 
finding that I had then in the hands of Mr Murray, 
Mr Blackwood, Messrs. Oliver and Boyd, and Messrs. 
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Longiiiaii and Co., debts due, or that would soon be 
doe, to the amount of a thousand pounds, I deter- 
mioed once more to &rm on a larger scale, and ex- 
praased my wish to the Right Honourable Lord Mon- 
tague, head trustee on his nephew's domains. His 
kxrdahip readily offered me the &rm of Mount-Ben- 
ger, which adjoined my own. At first I determined 
not to accept of it, as it had ruined two well qualified 
&imen in the preceding six years ; but was persuaded 
tt last by some neighbours, in opposition to my own 
judgment, to accept of it, on the plea tliat the farmers 
on the Buccleugh estate were never suffered to be 
great losers, and that at all events, if I could not make 
the rent, I could write for it. So accordingly I took 
a letse of the fiurm for nine years. 

I called in my debts, which were all readily paid, 
and amounted to within a few pounds of one thou- 
sand ; but at that period the sum was quite inade- 
quate, the prices of ewes bordering on thirty shillings 
per head. The fiurm required stocking to the amount 
of one thousand sheep, twenty cows, five horses, fann- 
ing utensils of all sorts, crop, manure, and moreover, 
draining, fencing, and building, so that I soon found 
I had not half enough of money ; and though I rea- 
lized by vnriting, in the course of the next two years, 
seven hundred and fifty pounds, beside smaller sums 
paid in cash, yet I got into difficulties at the very first, 
out of which I could never redeem myself till the end 
of the lease, at which time live stock of all kinds 
having declined one half in value, the speculation left 
me once more without a sixpence in the world — and 
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at the age of sixty it is fully late enough to begin ii 
anew. 

It will be consolatory however to my friends to be 
jussured that none of these reverses ever preyed in the 
smallest degree on my spirits. As long as I did all 
for the best, and was conscious that no man could ev^r 
accuse me of dishonesty, I laughed at the futility of 
my own calculations, and let my earnings go as ihey 
came, amid contentment and happiness, determined to 
make more money as soon as possible, although it 
should go the same way. 

One may think, on reading over this Memoir, that 
I must have worn out a life of misery and wretched- 
ness ; but the case has been quite the reverse. I 
never knew either man or woman who has been so 
uniformly happy as I liave been; which has been 
partly owing to a good constitution, and partly from 
the conviction that a heavenly gift, conferring the 
powers of immortal song, was inlierent in my soul. 
Indeed so uniformly smooth and happy has my mar- 
ried life been, that on a retrospect I cannot distinguish 
one part from another, save by some remarkably good 
days of fisliing, shooting, and curling on the ice. Those 
who desire to peruse my youthful love adventures 
will find some of the best of them in those of " George 
Cochrane." 

Now, as I think the best way of writing these by- 
gone reminiscences is to finish the subject one is on, 
before beginning another, I must revert to several 
circumstances of importance to nobody but myself. 
In 1S22, perceiving that I was likely to run short of 



I 



FORMER DAYS. IxXXV 

money, I began and tinwhed in the course of a few 
months, " The Three Perils of Man, viz. War, "Women, 
and Witchciaffc T Lord preserve us ! what a medley I 
made of it ! for I never in my Ufe rewrote a page of 
prose ; and being impatient to get hold of some of 
Messrs. Longman and Co.'s money or their bills, which 
were the same, I dashed on, and mixed up with wliat 
might have been made one of the best historical talcs 
oar conntiy ever produced, sucli a mass of diablerie as 
retarded the main story, and rendered the wliole per- 
fectly ludicrous. But the worst thing of all effected 
by this novel, or at least by the novel part of an au- 
thentic tale, was its influencing the ingenious Allan 
Cunningham to follow up the idea, and improve the 
subject ; whereas, ho made matters rather worse. I 
received one hundred and fifty pounds for the edition 
of one thousand copies as soon as it was put to press. 
The house never manifested the least suspicion of mo, 
more than if I had been one of their own firm. 

The next year I produced " The Throe Perils of 
Women," also in three volumes, and received the same 
price likewise, in biUs, as soon as it was put to press. 
There is a good deal of pathos and absurdity in both 
the tales of this latter work ; but I was all this while 
writing as if in desperation, and see matters now in a 
different light. 

The next year, 1824, 1 published " The Confessions 
of a Fanatic ;" but it being a story replete with hor- 
rors, after I had written it I durst not venture to put 
my name to it: so it was published anonymously, 

and of course did not sell very well — so at least I be- 

h 
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lieve, for I do not remember ever receiving anjr thing 
for it, and I am sure if there had been a reversion I 
should have had a moiety. However, I never asked 
any thing ; so on that point there was no misunder- 
standing. 

But the same year I offered them two volomes 
12mo of " The Lives of Eminent Men ;" to which they 
answered, ^' that my last publication had been found 
fault with in some very material points, and they 
begged leave to decline publishing the present one 
until they consulted *some other persons with regard 
to its merits." Oho ! thinks I, since my favourite 
publishers thus think proper to take two thousand 
volumes for nothing, (" Queen Hynde" and the " Ck>n- 
fessions of a Fanatic,") and then refuse the third, it is 
time to give them up ; so I never wrote another let- 
ter to that house. 

I confess that there was a good deal of wrangling 
between Mr Blackwood and me with regard to a hun- 
dred pound bill of Messrs. Longman and Co.'s, ad- 
vanced on the credit of these works. "When Mr 
Blackwood came to be a sharer in them, and to find 
that he was likely to be a loser of that sum, or a 
great part of it, he caused me to make over a bill to 
him of the same amount, which he afterwards charged 
me with, and deducted from our subsequent transac- 
tions : — so that, as far as ever I could be made to un- 
derstand the matter, after many letters and aign- 
ments, I never received into my own hand one penny 
for these two works. I do not accuse Mr Blackwood 
of dishonesty ; on the contrary, with all his faults, I 
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nerer saw any thing but honour and integrity about 
him. But this was the fact, Messrs. Longman and 
Co. advanced me one hundred pounds on the credit of 
one or both of the works : I drew the money for the 
note, or rather I believe Mr Blackwood drew it out of 
the bank for me. But he compelled me, whether I 
would or not, to grant him my promissory note for the 
same sum, and I was to have a moiety of the proceeds 
from both houses. The account was carried on against 
me till finally obliterated ; but the proceeds I never 
heard of; and yet, on coming to London, I find that 
Messrs. Longman and Co. have not a copy of either 
of the works, nor have had any for a number of years. 
It is probable that they may have sold them off at a 
trade sale, and at a very cheap rate too ; but half of 
the edition was mine, and they ought to have consul- 
ted me, or, at least, informed me of the transaction. 
It was because I had an implicit confidence in Black- 
wood's honour that I signed the bill, though I told 
him I could not comprehend it. The whole of that 
trifling business has to this day continued a complete 
mystery to me. I have told the plain truth, and if 
any of the parties can explain it away I shall be 
obliged to them. If the money should ever by any 
chance drop in, " better late than never" will be my 
salutation. 

In 1822 I bargained with Constable and Co. for an 
edition of my best poems in four volumes, for which 
they were to pay me two hundred pounds. It was 
with Mr Robert Cadell that I made the bargain. He 
was always a near and intimate friend of mine, but one 
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whom at our club we reckoued a perfect Nabal ; and 
in all our social parties we were wont to gibe him 
about his niggardly hardness, which he never took the 
least amiss. He offered not the smallest objection to 
the conditions ; but he made a reserve (as I needed a 
bill at a short date) that if there were not above five 
hundred copies of the work sold when the bill became 
due, he was entitled to a renewal of the bill for six 
months. Accordingly, I attended the day before the 
bill became due and offered to accept of the renewal. 
Oadell took up the missive, read it over, and standing 
upright, he lifted his large eyes toward the cornice, his 
pale face looking more cadaverous than usual. He then 
conversed shortly with Mr Fyffe, his cashier, studied 
the letter again for a good while, and then said, ^^ And 
what are you going to do with the money, Hogg, that 
you draw out of the bank to-day on our bill ?" 

" I am gaun to bring it to you ye see," says I, " to 
lift the other bill wi*. An* I '11 pay the four per cen- 
tage out o' my ain pouch wi* great cheerfulness, for 
the good I hae gottin o* the siller." 

" You have got full payment for the edition, Imve 
you r 

*' Yes, I hae. Think ye Tm gaun to deny that V 

*' And what did you do with it ?** 

" Od man, ye're no blate to speer. But the truth 
is that I gae it away in rent." 

" Then you have no chance ever to get it again ?** 

" Deil a grain." 

*' And do you consider that by this transaction you 
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will change the sterling value that is already in yo«r 
hand for our paper V 

^ Ay, an' excepting the bit interest they are the 
yerv same to me." 

^ But I won't trust you to make the experiment. 
There's your missive. Keep hold of what you have, 
and 111 pay the bill when it is presented." 

^ There are some waur chaps than Cadell, for as 
sairly as I hae misca'd him whiles^" thought I, as 1 
went down stairs. 

I have recorded every word that passed here, for 1 
thought very highly of his conduct at the time ; and 
when I saw what soon after followed, I thought ten 
times more of it, and never reported Cadell as a scrub 
again. Sir Walter Scott, at the same time sent me a 
credit order on his banker for a hundred pounds for 
fear of any embarrassment ; so that altogether I find 
I lost upwards of two thousand pounds on Mount- 
Benger lease, — a respectable sum for an old shepherd 
to throw away. 

Having been so much discouraged by the failure of 
" Queen Hynde," I gave up all thoughts of ever writ- 
ing another long poem, but continued for six years to 
write feiry tales, ghost stories, songs, and poems for 
periodicals of every description, sometimes receiving 
Hberal payment, and sometimes none, just as the edi- 
tor or proprietor felt disposed. It will be but justice 
to give a list of such as pay and such as do not, and 
their several grades, which I may add to this by and 

by. 

In 1829 Baillie Blackwood published a selection of 

A 2 
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my best songs that could be recovered, with notes, 
consisting of about one hundred and forty. The work 
was exceedingly well received, and has paid me a 
good sura already. In the following year, that is, the 
year before last, the baillie also ventured to print one 
thousand copies of a miscellaneous work of mine, 
wliich, for fear of that great bugbear. Reform, he has 
never dared to publish, and I am convinced never will 

I have had many dealings with that gentleman, and 
have been ofben obliged to him, and yet I think he has 
been as much obliged to me, perhaps a good deal more, 
and I really believe in my heart that he is as much 
disposed to be friendly to me as to any man ; but 
there is another principle that circumscribes that feel- 
ing in all men, and into very narrow limits in some. 
It is always painful to part with one who has been a 
benefactor even on a small scale, but there are some 
things that no independent heart can bear. The great 
fault of Blackwood is, that he regards no man's tem- 
per or disposition ; but the more he can provoke an 
author by insolence and contempt, he likes the better. 
Besides, he will never once confess, that he is in the 
wrong, else any thing might be forgiven ; no, no, the 
thing is impossible that he can ever be wrong ! Tho 
poor author is not only always in the wrong, but, " Oh, 
he is the most insufferable beast !" * 

What has been the consequence ? He has driven ^ 
all his original correspondents from him that first gave 
Maga her zest, save one, who, though still his friend, 
can but seldom write for him, being now otherwise 
occupied, and another, who is indeed worth his weight 
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in gold to him ; but who, though invaluable, and I 
am sora much attached, yet has been a thousand times 
at the point of bolting off like a flash of lightning. I 
know it well, and Ebony, for his own sake, had bet- 
ter tftke care of tliis last remaining stem of a goodly 
bush, for he may depend on it that he has only an 
ed by the tail. 

"Far my part, after twenty years of feelings hardly 
tappressed, he has driven me beyond the bounds of 
human patience. That Magazine of his, which owes 
its rise prindpaUy to myself has often put words and 
sentiments into my mouth of which I have been 
greatly ashamed, and which have given much pain to 
my femily and relations, and many of those after a 
solemn written promise that such freedoms should 
never be repeated. I have been often urged to res- 
train and humble him by legal measures as an incor- 
rigible offender deserves. I know I have it in my 
power, and if he dares me to the task, I want but a 
hair to make a tether of. 

I omitted to mention that I wrote and published a 
Masque or Drama, comprehending many songs, that 
sunoumer the king was in Scotland. It was a theme 
that suited me to a tittle, as I there suffered fancy to 
revel free. I got no money for it ; but I got what " I 
held in higher estimation, his Majesty's thanks, for 
that and my other loyal and national songs. The 
note is written by Sir Robert Peel, in his Majesty's 
name, and I have preserved it as a relic. 

END OF THE AUTOIJIOGRAFHY. 
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[|As Mr Hogg's autobiography breaks off several 
years before his literary labours terminated, it will be 
proper to continue the narrative very shortly down to 
the time of his death. In 1831, when the practice 
was becoming general of publishing works such as the 
"Waverly Novels, in monthly volumes, Mr Hogg en- 
tertained the idea of bringing out some part of hiai 
productions in the same manner. With this view hit 
left Altrive about the middle of December that yeir 
and arrived in London upon the 1st of January. 
Previous to his departure from Scotland, he had oor^ 
rei^onded with Mr James Cochrane about the publi- 
cation of the Altrive Tales. This gentleman, who was 
then a bookseller and publisher in Pall Mall, readily 
entered into the transaction upon the terms which the 
author proposed ; and it was agreed that the Tales 
should appear in volumes every two months. Mr 
Hogg remained in London about three months, col- 
lecting and revising his works for publication, and- re- 
turned to Altrive about the beginning of April. During 
his visit to the metropolis he met with the most flat- 
tering attentions from all classes ; and although, as he 
said, he got too much of it, yet when he was quietly 
seated at his own fire*side, and had leisure to take a 
retrospect of what had passed, he could not but re- 
cord his visit to London as the proudest era of llis 
life. 

The first volume of the series appeared on the Slst 
of March, 1832, under the title of "Altrive Tales: col- 
lected among the Peasantry of Scotland, and from Fo- 
reign Adventures. By the Ettrick Shepherd. "With II- 
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hiBtratioDS by Qeorge Gniikflliaiika.'' Immediately 
after its appearance, howeyer, Mr Ck)chrane fidled, and 
this disaster of course put a stop at once to the publi- 
cati<m of the work. This proved a severe blow to 
his hopes, as he had expected to derive firom this ad- 
venture some remuneration for his hd)our8 ; but still 
he bore the misfortune with his usual serenity, and 
iq>peared cheerful as ever. After the publisher s Oodl- 
ure, he did nothing &rther with the sales, and during 
the years 1832 and 1833 he produced no new works, 
but occupied himself in writing for the Magazines and 
other periodicab. In 1834 he wrote a volume of 
Lay Sermons, or more properly Essays, which was 
published by Mr James Eraser, of Regent Street, 
L<mdon. It is believed they have sold well. 

In the same year having beside him some excellent 
Tales, the incidents of which wore laid about the 
same period, he added what was necessary to make 
up three volumes, and published them under the title 
of the " Montrose Tales." Mr Cochrane, who had re- 
sumed business, offered again to become his publisher ; 
and as Mr Hogg had always entertained a warm 
friendship for him, although they had been so un- 
lucky in their first connection, he assented to Mr 
Oochrane's proposal. The work accordingly appeared 
in April 1835, and would probably have sold well had 
not Mr Cochrane been so unfortunate as to fail a se- 
cond time, about eight months after the publication. 
These were the only works that appeared after tlio 
period at which his own Memoir breaks off; and it 
may be mentioned that before his last illness he had 
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been engaged in compiling a small volume of Sacred 
Poetry, which will speedily be published. For two 
or three years previous to his death, his health had 
been gradually declining, although he was never se- 
riously ill. Daring the summer of 1835 he continued 
much in his usual state, and in the month of August 
he went to the moors for about three weeks, and 
thought himself rather better on his return. In Octo- 
ber he grew much worse, and by the end of the month 
was confined to bed. His malady at first as- 
sumed the appearance of jaundice, and hopes were 
fondly entertained of his recovery, as the disease be- 
gan io abate. But alas ! these hopes were soon disap- 
pointed ; his complaint appeared to be a latent affec- 
tion of the liver, and it became evident that his end 
was fast approaching. He became gradually weaker 
and weaker, and on the 21st of November he ei^pired, 
after an illness of four weeks. 

It might naturally be expected perhaps that scnne* 
thing should be said here both of his literary and bis 
private character ; and this is only what justice to hie 
memory and his talents seems to require. The fore- 
going sketch, however, which was merely intended to 
give a short outline of his poetical career, and his con- 
nection with the press as a writer, is not the most fit- 
ting occasion for the performance of this duty. Ano- 
ther and a more suitable opportunity will occur when 
the more extended Life of Mr Hogg by Professor 
Wilson makes its appearance. It would be impro- 
per, however, to close these brief remarks without 
bearing testimony to the extraordinary powers of his 
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geniiUy as w^ as to the many amiable and excellent 
qualities that adorned his character as a man. If na- 
ture had endowed him with a yigoroos intellect and a 
wfignl^r vivacity of imagination, she had been no less 
bomitiful to him in those gentler gifts which do not 
always accompany the possession of great abilities or 
high literary reputation. Many might be captivated 
with his talents, and admire the truly Scottish pro- 
ductions of his muse ; but it was only those who knew 
him — ^who had listened to his conversation, or mixed 
in his society, that could appreciate the kindliness of his 
dispodtion, and the genuine benevolence of his heart. 
It was in the domestic circle, and by the light of his 
own hospitable fire-side, that the finer and more fasci- 
nating qualities of his mind were seen to the greatest 
advantage. With the higher range of his faculties 
iheare mixed a homely frankness and confiding simpli- 
city that won attachment and esteem, even more than 
his poetical genius or his literary fame. By the lat- 
ter endowments only he was known to the world, and 
win be remembered by posterity : but the former and 
more enduring qualities will be embalmed in the 
recollections of those who enjoyed his acquaintance or 
shared in his friendships and affections. His numer- 
ous works will remain an honourable demonstration of 
his rare talents and unwearied industry ; but no mo- 
nimient, except the living memory, can perpetuate the 
virtues and ornaments of his private life.]] 
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SOME OF HIS CONTEMPORARIES. 

BY THE BTTRICK SHEPHERD. 



SIR WALTER SCOTT. 

One fine day in the summer of 1801, as I was bu- 
sily engaged working in the field at Ettrick House, 
Wat Shiel came over to me and said, that " I bond 
gang away down to the Ramseycleugh as fast as my 
feet could carry me, for there war some gentlemen 
there wha wantit to speak to me." 

" Wha can be at the Ramseycleuch that want me, 

Wat r 

" I coudna say, for it wasna me that they spak to 
i' the byganging. But I'm thinking it's the Shirra an' 
some 0* his gang." 

I was rejoiced to hear this, for I had seen the first 
volumes of the " Minstrelsy of the Border," and bad 
copied a number of old ballads firom my mother's re- 
cital, and sent them to the editor preparatory for a 
third volume. I accordingly went towards home to 
put on my Sunday clothes, but before reaching it I 
met with The Shirra and Mr William LaidLaw 
coming to visit me. They alighted and remained in 
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our cottage fior a space better than an hour, and my 
mother chanted the haUad of Old Maithm' to than, 
with which Mr Scott was hi^y delighted. I had 
aent him a copy, (not a very perfect one, as I found 
afterwards, firam the singing of another Laidkw,) but 
I thought Mr Scott had some dread of a part being 
fisged, that had been the canse of his jomney into the 
wiUs of Ettrick. When he heard my mother sing it 
he was qnite satisfied, and I remember he asked her 
if die thought it had ever been printed ; and her ans- 
wer was^ *^ Oo, na, na, sir, it was never printed i' the 
worid, for my brothers an' me learned it firae anld 
Aadiew Moor, an' he learned it, an' mony mae, frae 
anld Baby MetUin, that was house-keeper to the first 
Urd o' Tusfaikw * 

^Thea that must be a very auld story, indeed, 
MaigHet,'* said he. 

^ Ay, it is that I It is an auld story ! But mair 
nor thai, except George Warton and James Steward, 
there was never ane o' my sangs prentit till ye pren- 
tit them yonrsell, an' ye hae spoilt them a'thegither. 
They war made for singing, an' no for reading ; and- 
they 're nouther right spelled nor right setten down.' 

«" Heh— heb— heh ! Take ye that, Mr Scott," said 
Laidlaw. 

Mr Scott answered by a hearty laugh, and the re- 
cital of a verse, but I have forgot what it was, and my 
mother gave him a rap on the knee with her open 
hand, and said ^ It is true enough, for a' that." 

We were all to dine at Ramseycleugh with the 
Messrs. B^don ; but Mr Scott and Mr Laidlaw went 
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away to look at something before dinner, and I was 
to follow. On going into the stable-yard at Ramsey- 
cleugh, I met with Mr Scott's liveryman, a far greater 
original than his master, at whom I asked if the Shirrs 
was come ? 

" O, ay, lad, the Shirra's come," said he.. " Are ye 
the chiel that maks the auld ballads and sings them ?^ 

'^ I said I fancied I was he that he meant, though 
I had never made ony very auld ballads." 

" Ay, then, lad, gae your ways in an' speir for the 
Shirra. They '11 let ye see where he is. He 11 be 
very glad to see you " 

During the sociality of the evening, the discourse 
ran very much on the different breeds of sheep, that 
curse of the community of Ettrick Forest. The ori- 
ginal black-faced forest breed being always called the 
short sheep^ and the Cheviot breed the long sheep^ the 
disputes at that period ran very high about the prac- 
ticable profits of each. Mr Scott, who had come inta 
that remote district to preserve what fragments re^ 
mained of its legendary lore, was rather bored with the 
everlasting question of the long and the short sheepJ 
So at length, putting on his most serious calculating 
fece, he turned to Mr Walter Brydon and said, ** I 
am rather at a loss regarding the merits of this very 
important question. How long must a sheep actually 
measure to come under the denomination of a hnff- 
sheep T* 

Mr Brydon, who, in the simplicity of his heart, 
neither perceived the quiz nor the reproof fell to ans- 
wer with great sincerity, — " It's the woo, sir — ^it's the 
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mo that makes the difference. The lang sheep haa 
the short woo, and the short sheep hae the lang thing ; 
and these are just kind o' names we gie them like." 
Mr Scott could not preserve his grave &ce of strict 
calcalation; it went gradually awry, and a hearty 
foffibw followed. When I saw the very same words 
TCpeated near the heginning of the Black Dwarf, how 
eonld I be mistaken of the author ? It is true, John- 
nie BaUantyne persuaded me into a nominal belief of 
the contrary for several years following, but I could 
never get the better of that and several fiimilar coin- 
cidences. 

The next day we went off, five in number, to visit 
-the wilds of Ranklebum, to see if on the &rms of 
Bnccleugh there were any relics of the Castles of Buc- 
deogh or Mount-Ck)myn, the ancient and original pos- 
aession of the Scotts. We found no remains of either 
tower or fortalice, save an old chapel and church-yard, 
and a mill and mill-dam, where com never grew, but 
where, as old SatcheUs very appropriately says. 

Had heather-bells been corn of the Itest, 

The Bnccleugh mill would haye had a noble grist. , 

It must have been used for grinding the chiefs black 
mails, which, it is known, were all paid to him in 
kind. Many of these still continue to be paid in the 
same way ; and if report say true, he would be the 
better of a mill and kiln on some part of his land at 
this day, as well as a sterling conscientious miller to 
receive and render. 

Besides having been mentioned by SatcheUs, there 
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Kras a Femaimng tradition in the conntry that thflte 
was a font stone of hlue marble, out of which the anr 
cient heirs of Buccleugh were baptized, coYOTed up 
among the ruins of the old church. Mr Scott was 
curious to see if we could discover it ; but on going 
among the ruins we foimd the rubbish at the spo^ 
where the altar was known to have been, dug out Ad 
the foundation, — ^we knew not by whom, but no foafc 
had been found. As Hiere appeared to have been a 
kind of recess in the eastern gable, we fell a tomiijg 
over some loose stones, to see if the font wsm not oaor 
cealed there, when we came to one half of a small pot>» 
micrusted thick with rust. Mr Scott's eye bright* 
ened, and he swore it was an anci^it consecrated hA^ 
met Laidlaw, however, scratching it minutely out, 
found it covered with a layer of pitch inade, and then 
said, ^ Ay, the truth is, sir, it is neither mair ncnr kaa 
than a piece of a tar pat that some o' the £Eurmer8 hae 
been buisting their sheep out o', i' the auld kirk lang- 
S3me.'' Sir Walter's shaggy eyebrows dipped deep 
over his eyes, and suppressing a smile, he turned and 
strode away as fast as he could, saying, that ^' we had 
just ridden all the way to see that there was nothing 
to be seen." 

I remember his riding upon a terribly high-spirited 
horse, which had the perilous fancy of leaping eveiy 
drain, rivulet, and ditch that came in our way ; the 
consequence was, that he was everlastingly bogging 
himself while sometimes the rider kept his seat de- 
spite of the animal's plunging, and at other times he 
was obliged to extricate himself the best way he could. 
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In ooming through a place called the Milsey Bog, I 
md to him, ^ Mr Scott, Uiat 's the maddest deil of a 
beast I ever saw. Can ye no gar him tak a wee mair 
time? He's just out o' ae lair intil another wi' ye." 

** Ay," said he, ** he and I have been very often, 
these two days past, like the Pechs ; we could stand 
straight up and tie oar shoe-lachets." I did not un- 
•dorstand the joke, nor do I yet, but I think these 
were his words. 

We visited the old castles of Thiriestane and Tu- 
-ihilaw, and dined and spent the afternoon, and the 
-night, with Mr Brydon of Crosdee. Sir Walter was 
all the while in the highest good-humour, and seemed 
to enjoy the range of mountain solitude, which we 
traversed, exceedmgly. Indeed, I never saw him 
titherwise, in the fields. On the rugged mountains — 
-or even toiling in Tweed to the waist, I have seen his 
g^ not only surpass his own, but that of all other 
men. His memory, or, perhaps, I should say, his re- 
ooDection, surpasses that of all men whom I ever knew. 
I saw a pleasant instance of it recorded lately, regard- 
ing Campbdl'e ^' Pleasures of Hope ;" but I think I 
'Can relate a more extraordinary one. 

He and Skene of Rubislaw and I were out one 
mg^t, about midnight, leistering kippers in Tweed, 
And on going to kindle a light at the Elibank March, 
we found, to our mexprcssible grief, that our coal had 
gone out. To think of giving up our sport was out 
of the question ; so we had no other shift, save to send 
Roh Fletcher home, all the way through the dark- 
ness, the distance of two miles, for another fiery peat. 

i2 
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While Fletcher was absent, we three sat doWB on A 
piece of beautiful greensward, on the brink of the 
ryirer, and Scott desired me to sing him my ballad d 
'*'*' Gilmansclengh." Now, be it remembered, thai thia 
ballad had never been either printed or penned. I 
had merely composed it by rote, and on finishiiig^f^ 
three years before, I had sung it once OYeup io fir 
Walter. I began it at his request ; but, at the ei^fh 
or ninth verse, I stuck in it, and could not get on n^itfa 
another line ; (m which he began it a second time, and 
recited it every word from beginning to end. It Ink 
ing a very long ballad, consisting of eighty-eight staa- 
zas, I testified my astonishment. He said tiiat he had 
lately been out on a pleasure party on the Forth, and 
that, to amuse the company, he had recited both tluit 
ballad and one of Southe/s, ('' The Abbot of Abeiv- 
brothock,") both of which ballads he had only heard 
once from their respective authors, and he belieyed he 
had recited them both without misplacing a word. 

Rob Fletcher came at last, and Mr Laidlaw of Peel 
with him, and into the foaming river we plunged, in 
our frail bark, with a fine blazing light. In a few 
minutes we came into Glidd/s Weal, the deepest pool 
in Tweed, when we perceived that our boat gave evi- 
dent symptoms of sinking. When Scott saw the ter- 
ror that Peel was in, he laughed till the tears blinded 
his eyes. Always, the more mischief, the better spoxt 
for him ! ^^ For God's sake, push her to the side !" 
roared Peel. " Oh, she goes fine !" said Scott ; " An' 
gin the boat were bottomless, an' seven miles to row ;' 
and, by the time he had well got out th^ words, dow9 
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Ae went to the bottom, plunging lu all into Tweed 
net head and ean. It was no sport to me at all ; 
lot that was a glorious night for Sir Walter, and the 
■axt day was no worse. 

I ramember leaving Altrive Lake once with him, 
aeoompaiiied by my dear friend William Laidlaw, and 
Sr Adam Ferguson, to visit the tremondous solitudes 
of tba Gray Mare's Tail^ and Loch Skene. I con- 
dnoted them through that wild region by a path, 
irincii, if not rode by davers, was, I dare say, never 
rode by another hnman being. Sir Adam rode inad- 
vertently into a gulf, and got a sad fright, but Sir 
Walter, in the very worst paths, never dismounted, 
•ave ai Loch Skene, to take some dinner. We went 
to Moffiii that night, where we met with some of his 
fiunfly, and sneh a day and mght of glee I never wit- 
nessed. Our very perils were matter to him of infi- 
nite meiriment ; and then there was a short-tempered 
boot-boy at the inn, who wanted to pick a quarrel 
with him, at which he laughed till the water ran over 
his cheeks. 

I was disappointed in never seeing some incident in 
his subsequent works laid in a scene resembling the 
rugged solitude around Loeh Skene, for I never saw 
him survey any with so much attention. A single se- 
rious look at a scene generally filled bis mind with it, 
and be seldom took another; but here he took the 
names of all the hills, their altitudes, and relative si- 
tuations with regard to one another, and made me re- 
peat them several times. It may occur in some of his 
works which I have not seen, and I think it will, fvsr 
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he has rarely ever been known to interest himseli^ 
either in a scene or a character^ which did not appear 
afterwards in all its most striking peculiarities. 

There are not above five people in the world, who 
I think, know Sir Walter better, or understand his 
character better than I do; and if I outlive him,- 
which is likely, as I am five months and ten days 
younger, I shall draw a mental portrait of him, the 
likeness of which to the original shall not he disputed. 
In the mean time, this is only a reminiscence, in my 
own line, of an illustrious Mend among the mountains. 

The enthusiasm with which he recited, and spoke 
of our ancient ballads, during that first tour of his 
through the Forest, inspired me with a deieEminati<Hi 
immediately to begin and imitate them, whioh I did, 
And soon grew tolerably good at it. I dedicated 
" The Mountain Bard" to him : — 

Bless'd be his generous heart for aye ; 
He told me where the relic lay, 
Pointed my way with ready will^ 
Afar on Ettriok's wUdest hiU ; 
Watch'd my first notes with curiotiv eye. 
And wonder'd at my minstrelsy : 
He little ween'd a parent's tongue 
Such strains had o'er my cradle sungi 
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I have forgotten what year it was, but it was in 
the summer that the '^ Excursion" was first publi^ihed. 
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wlwn Mr Jtmes Wilson came to me, one day, in 
Efinbiug^ and asked me to come to his mother^s 
haim& in Queen Street to dinner, and meet Mr Words- 
mtih and his lady. I said I should be glad to meet 
aiiy friend of his kind and venerated mother's at any 
time, and ahonkl certainly come. But not having the 
ieart omioeptioa that the great poet of the Lakes was 
m Edinborefa, and Wilson having called him Mr 
Wovdsworth, I took it for the celebrated horse-dealer 
of the same name, and entertained some shrewd mis- 
IjinngB, how he should chance to be a guest in a house 
mhate only the first people in Edinburgh were wont to 
DO mvisea. 

^ Ton will like him very much," said Wilson ; '' for 
aUioogh he proses a little, he is exceedingly intelli- 
genft. 

^ I dare say he is," returned I ; ^' at all events, he 
is allowed to be a good judge of horse-flesh V The 
Entomologist liked the joke well, and carried it on for 
some time ; and I found, in my tour southward with 
the odebrated poet, that several gentlemen fell into 
the same error, expreaeing themselves as at a loss why 
I should be travelling the country with a hors&'Couper. 
He was dothed in a gray russet jacket and pantaloons, 
be it remembered, and wore a broad-brimmed beaver 
hat, 80 that to strangers he doubtless had a very ori- 
ginal appearance. 

When I finally learned from Wilson that it was the 
poet of the Lakes whom I was to meet, I was over- 
joyed, for I admired many of his pieces exceedingly, 
tiiough I had hot then seen his ponderous ^ Excur- 
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tsion/' I listened to him that night as to a superior 
being, far exalted above the common walks of life. 
His sentiments seemed just, and his language, though 
perhaps a little pompous, was pure, sentient, and ex^ 
pressive. We called on several noblemen and gentle- 
men in company ; and all the while he was in Soot- 
land I loved him better and better. Old Dr Robert 
Anderson travelled along with us as far as the sources 
of the Yarrow, and it was delightful to see the defer- 
once which "Wordsworth paid to that venerable man* 
We went into my father's cot, and partook of some 
homely refreshment, visited St Mar/s Lake, which 
that day was calm, and pure as any mirror ; and Mrs 
Wordsworth in particular testified great delight with 
the whole scene. In tracing the windings of the 
pastoral Yarrow, from its source to its confluence 
with the sister stream, the poet was in great good- 
humour, delightful and most eloquent. Indeed it was 
impossible to see Yarrow to greater advantage ; and 
yet it failed of the anticipated inspiration ; for " Yar- 
row Visited" is not so sweet or ingenious a poem as 
*' Yarrow Unvisited ;** so much is hope superior to en- 
joyment. 

From Selkirk we were obliged to take di£F&rent 
routes, as Wordsworth had business in Teviotdale, and 
I in Eskdale ; and, at last, I landed at Ryedale Mount, 
his delightful dwelling, a day and a night before him 
and his lady. I found his sister there, however, a 
pure ingenious child of nature ; kind, benevolent, and 
greatly attached to her brother. Her conversation 
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WM a tme mental treat ; and we spent tlie time with 
the ehildren delightfully till the poet's arrival. 

I dined with him, and called on him several times 
afterwards, and certainly never met with any thing 
bnt the most genoine kindness ; therefore people have 
wondered why I should have indulged in caricaturing 
Us style in the ^^ Poetic Mirror." I have often re- 
gretted that myself; hut it was merely a piece of ill- 
nature at an affiront which I conceived had heen put 
pa me. It was the triumphal arch scene. This an- 
eedote has heen told and told again, hut never truly ; 
and was likewise hrought forward in the ^' Noctes 
AmbrosianaB,'' as a joke ; but it was no joke ; and the 
plain, simple truth of the matter was thus : — 

It chanced one night, when I was there, that there 
WM a resplendent arch across the zenith, from the one 
horiaon to the other, of something like the aurora bo- 
rtalis, but much brighter. It was a scene that is well 
Mmembered^ for it struck the country with admira^- 
tion, as such a phenomenon had never before been 
witnessed in such perfection ; and, as £ur as I could 
learn, it had been, more brilliant over the mountains 
and pure waters of Westmoreland than any where 
else. Well, when word came into the room of the 
splendid meteor, we all went out to view it ; and, on 
tiie beautiful platform at Mount Ryedale we were all 
walking, in twos and threes, arm>in-arm, talking of 
the phenomenon, and admiring it. Now, be it remem- 
bered, that Wordsworth, Professor Wilson, Lloyd, De 
Quincey, and myself, were present, besides several 
other literary gentlemen, whose names I am not cer-« 
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tain that I remember aright. Miss Wordsworih'v 
arm was in mine, and she was expressing some fears 
that the splendid stranger might prove ominous, when 
I, by ill luck, blundered out the following remark, 
thinking that I was saying a good thing: — ^'^Hont, 
me'm ! it is neither mair nor less than joost a treeom- 
phal airdi, raised in honour of the meeting of the 
poets." 

** Tliat's not amiss.— Eh ? Eh ?— thatTs very good,* 
said the Professor, laughing. But Wordsworth, who. 
had De Quince/s arm, gave a grunt, and turned on 
his heel, and leading the little opium-chewer aside, he 
addressed him in these disdmnful and venomona 
words:— "Poets? Poets?— What does the feflow 
mean ?-— Where are they ?" 

Who could forgive this ? For my part, I never 
can, and never will I I admire Wordsworth ; as who 
does not, whatever they may pretend ? but for ifaat 
^ort sentence I have a lingering ill-will at him whidi 
I cannot get rid of. It is surely presumption in any 
man to circumscribe all human excellence within the 
naiTOW sphere of his own capacity. The ^^ Wkers 
are they f* was too bad ! I have always some hopes 
that De Quincey was leeing^ for I did not myself hear 
Wordsworth utter the words. 

I have only a single remark to make on the poetry 
of Wordsworth, and I do it because I never saw the 
remark made before. It relates to the richness (^ his 
works for quotations. For these they are amine that 
is altogether inexhaustible. There is nothing in na- 
ture that you may not get a quotation out of Worda- 
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worth to suit, and a quotation too that breathes tho 
Toy soul of poetry. There are only three books in 
the worid that are worth the opening in search of 
mottoB and quotations, and all of them arc alike rich. 
These are, the Old Testament, Sliakspeare, and the 
poetkal works of Wordsworth, and, strange to say, 
the ^ Eizcunion'* abounds most in them. 
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One day, about the beginning of autumn, some 
tivee-and-twenty years ago, as I was herding my 
mastei^s ewes on the great hill of Queensbcrry, in 
Niihsdale, I perceived two men coming towards me, 
who appeared to be strangers. I saw, by their way of 
walking, they were not shepherds, and could'hot con- 
ceiye what the men were seeking there, where there 
was neither path nor aim towards any human habita- 
tion. However, I stood staring about me, till they 
came up, always ordering my old dog Hector to 
silence in an authoritative stylo, he being the only 
servant I had to attend to my orders. Tho men ap- 
proached mc ratlier in a breathless state, from climb- 
ing the hill. The one was a tall thin man, of a&irish 
complexion, and pleasant intelligent features, seem- 
ingly approaching to forty, and the other a dark un- 
gainly youth of about eighteen, w ith a boanlly frame 
for his age, and strongly marked manly features — ^the 
very model of Bums, and exactly such a man. Had 

V. i' 
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they been of the same age, it would not have been 
easy to distinguish the one from the other. 

The eldest came up and addressed me frankly, ask- 
ing me if I was Mr Harkness's shepherd, and if my 
name was James Hogg ? to both of which queries I 
answered cautiously in the affirmative, for I was afraid 
they were come to look after me with an accusation 
regarding some of the lasses. The younger stood at a 
respectful distance, as if I had been the Duke of 
Queensberry, instead of a ragged servant lad herding 
sheep. The other seized my hand and said, ^' Well, 
then, sir, I am glad to see you. There is not a man 
in Scotland whose hand I am prouder to hold." 

I could not say a single word in answer to this ad- 
dress ; but when he called me 81R, I looked down at 
my bare feet and ragged coat, to remind the man whom 
he was addressing. But he continued : ^' My name is 
James Cunningham, a name unknovm to you, thou^ 
yours is not entirely so to me ; and this is my 
younger brother Allan, tho greatest admirer that you 
have on earth, and himself a young aspiring poet of 
some promise. You will be so kind as excuse tiiis 
intrusion of ours on your solitude, for, in truth, I 
could get no peace either night or day with Allan till 
I consented to come and see you." 

1 then stepped down the hill to where Allan Cun- 
ningham still stood, with his weather-beaten cheek to- 
ward me, and, seizing his hard brawny hand, I gave 
it a hearty shake, saying something as kind as I was 
able, and, at the same time, I am sure as stupid as 
it possibly could be. From that moment we were 
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frwnds ; for Allan has none of the proTerbial Scottisb 
caution about him ; he is all heart together, without 
resenre mther of expression or manner : you at once 
see the unaffected benevolenoe, warmth of feeling, and 
film independence, of a man conscious of his own rec-* 
titnde and mental energies. Young as he was, I had 
heard of his name, although slightly, and, I think, 
seen one or two of his juvenile pieces. Of an elder 
hrother of his, Thomas Mouncey, I had, previous to 
that, conceived a very high idea, and I always mar- 
yd how he could possibly put his poetical vein under 
hck. and key, as he did all at once ; for ho certainly 
then bade &ir to be the first of Scottish bards. 

I had a small bothy upon the hill, in which I took 
my breakfiist and dinner on wet days, and rested my- 
sdfl It was so small, that we had to walk in on all- 
fours ; and when we were in, we could not get up our 
heads any way, but in a sitting posture. It was ez« 
actly my own 'length, and, on the one side, I had a 
bed of rushes, which served likewise as a seat ; on 
tins we all three sat down, and there we spent the 
yrhole afternoon, — and, I am sure, a happier group of 
three never met on the hill of Queensberry. Allan 
hi^tened up prodigioudy after he got into the dark 
bothy, repeating all his early pieces of poetry, and 
part of his brothei^s, to me. The two brothers par- 
took heartily, and without reserve, of my scrip and 
bottile of sweet milk, and the elder Mr Cunningham 
had a strong bottle with him — I have forgot whether 
it was brandy or mm, but I remember it was exces- 
flivdy good, and helped to keep up our spirits to a 
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late hour. Thus began at that bothy iu the wilder- 
ness a friendship, and a mutual attachment between 
two aspiring Scottish peasants, over which the shadow 
of a cloud has never yet passed. 

From that day forward I failed not to improve my 
acquaintance with the Cunninghams. I visited them 
several times at Dalswinton, and never missed an op- 
portunity of meeting with Allan when it was in my 
power to do so. I was astonished at the luxurious- 
ness of his fancy. It was boundless ; but it was the 
luxury of a rich garden overrun with rampant weeds. 
He was likewise then a great mannerist in expression, 
and no man could mistake his verses for those of any 
other man. I remember seeing some imitations of 
Ossian by him, which I thought exceedingly good;* 
and it struck me that that style of composition was 
peculiarly fitted for his vast and fervent imagination. 

When Cromek's " Nithsdale and Galloway ReHcs" 
came to my hand, I at once discerned the strains oi 
my friend, and I cannot describe vdth what sensations 
of delight I first heard Mr Morrison read the ^^ Mer- 
maid of Galloway," while at every verse I kept nam- 
ing the author. It had long been my fixed opinion, 
that if a person could once succeed in the genuine bal- 
lad style, his muse was adequate for any other ; and 
after seeing Allan's strains in that work, I concluded 
that no man could calculate what he was capable of. 

I continued my asseverations to all my intimate 
friends, that Allan Cunningham was the author cfaU 
that was beautiful in the work. Gray, who had an 
attachment to Cromek, denied it positively on his. 
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friond's authority. Grieve joined him. Morrison, I 
flftw, had strong liuking suspicions ; but then he stick- 
led fur the ancient genius of Galloway. When I went 
to Sr Walter Scott, (then Mr Scott,) I found him 
decidedly of the same opinion as myself; and he said 
be wished to CKxL we had that valuable and original 
yoimg man fiiirly out of Cromek's hands again. 

I next wrote a review of the work, in which I laid 
the saddle on the right horse, and sent it to Mr Jef- 
frey; but, after retaining it for some time, he returned 
it with a note, saying, that he had read over the ar- 
tide, and was convinced of the fraud which had been 
iitempted to be played off on the public, but he did 
not think it worthy of exposure. I have the article, 
and card, by me to this day. 

Mr Cunningham's style of poetry is greatly changed 
of late for the better. I have never seen any style 
impcpved so much. It is free of all that crudeness 
and mannerism that once marked it so decidedly. He 
is now uniformly lively, serious, descriptive, or pathe- 
tic, as he changes his subject ; but formerly ho jum- 
Ued all these together, as in a boiling caldron, and 
when once he began, it was impossible to calculate 
where or when he was going to end. If these remin- 
iscences should meet his friendly eye, he will pardon 
them, on the score that they are the effusions of a 
lieart that loves to dwell on some scenes of former 
days. 
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I first met with this most original and most oaater^ 
less writer at Greenock, in the summer of 1804, as I 
and two Mends were setting out on a tour through the 
Hehrides ; so that Gait and I have been acquainted 
these twenty-eight years. 

That was a memorable evening for me, for it was 
the first time I ever knew that my name had been 
known beyond the precincts of my native wilds, and 
was not a little surprised at finding it so well known 
in a place called Greenock, at the distance of one hun- 
dred miles. I had by some chance heard the name of 
the town, and had formed an idea of its being a 
mouldy-looking village on an ugly coast. How agree- 
ably was I deceived, not only in the appearance of 
the town, but the metal which it contained ! 

My two friends and I, purposing to remain there 
Duly a night, had no sooner arrived, than word had 
flown it seems through the town that a strange poe- 
tical chap had arrived there, and a deputation was 
sent to us, inviting us to a supper at the Tontine 
Hotel. Of course we accepted ; and, on going there, 
found no fewer than thirty gentlemen assembled to 
welcome us, and among the rest was Mr Gait, then a; 
tall thin young man, with something a little dand3dsh 
in his appearance. He was dressed in a frock-coat 
and new top-boots ; and it being then the fashion to 
w^ear the shirt collars as high as the eyes. Gait wore 
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his the whole of that night with the one side consider- 
ably above his ear, and the other flapped over the 
collar of his firock-coat down to his shoulder. He had 
another peculiarity, which appeared to me a singular 
instance of perversity. He walked with his specta- 
cles on, and conversed with them on ; but when ho 
read be took them off. In short, firom his first ap- 
pearance, one would scarcely have guessed him to be 
a man of genius. 

The first thing that drew my attention to him was 
an argument about the moral tendency of some of 
Shakspeare's plays, in which, though he had two op- 
ponents, and one of them both obstinate and loqua- 
dous, he managed his part with such good-nature and 
such strong emphatic reasoning, that my heart whis- 
pered me again and again, ^^This is no common 
youth." Then his stories of old-fashioned and odd peo- 
ple were so infinitely amusing, that his conversation 
proved one of the principal charms of that enchanting 
night. The conversation of that literary community 
of friends at Greenock, as well as their songs and sto- 
ries, was much above what I had ever been accus- 
tomed to hear. I formed one other intimate and 
highly valued acquaintance that night, which conti- 
nued with increasing affection till his lamented death : 
I allude to James Park, Esq., junior, of that place, 
Mr Gait's firm and undeviating friend. I like Gait's 
writings exceedingly, and have always regretted that 
he has depicted so much that is selfish and cunning in 
the Scottish character, and so little that is truly ami- 
able, when he could have done it so well. 
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SOUTHBY. 

My first interview with Mr Southey was at the 
Queen 8 Head inn, in Keswick, where I had arrived, 
wearied, one evening, on my way to Westmoreland ; 
and not liking to intrude on his family circle that even- 
ing, I sent a note up to Greta Hall, requesting him to 
come down and see me. He came on the instant, and 
stayed with me about an hour and a half. But I was 
a grieved as well as an astonished man, when I found 
that he refused all participation in my beverage of rum 
punch. For a poet to refuse his glass was to me a 
phenomenon; and I confess I doubted in my own 
mind, and doubt to this day, if perfect sobriety and 
transcendant poetical genius can exist together. In 
Scotland I am sure they cannot. With regard to the 
English, I shall leave them to settle that among them- 
selves, as they have little that is worth drinking. 

Before we had been ten minutes together my heart 
was knit to Southey, and every hour thereafter my es- 
teem for him increased. I breakfasted with him next 
morning, and remained with him all that day and the 
next ; and the weather being fine, we spent the time 
in rambling on the hills and sailing on the lake ; and 
all the time he manifested a delightful flow of spirits, 
as well as a kind sincerity of manner, repeating con- 
vivial poems and ballads, and always between hands 
breaking jokes on his nephew, young Coleridge, in 
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whom he seemed to tike great delight He gave me, 
with the utmost leadinesB, a poem and haUad of his 
own, fior a work idiich I then projected. I ohjected 
to his going with CoLTidge and me, for fear of en- 
croaching on his literary labours ; and, as I had pre- 
Tiooslj resided a month at Keswick, I knew every 
scene almost in Oomberland ; but he said he was an 
euiy riser, and never suffered any task to interfere 
with his social enjoyments and recreations ; and along 
with ns he went both days. 

Soothey certainly is as elegant a writer as any in 
the kingdom. But those who would bve Sonthey as 
wdl as admire him, must see him, as I did, in the bo- 
som, not only of one lovdy family, but of three all at- 
tadied to him as a fiither, and all elegantly maintained 
and educated, it is generally said, by his inde£Eitigable 
pen. The whole of Southey's conversation and eco- 
nomy, both at home and afield, left an impressiou of 
veneoration on my mind, which no future contingency 
shall ever ather extinguish or injure. Both his figure 
snd countenance are imposing, and deep thought is 
strongly maiked in his dark eye ; but there is a de- 
fect in his eye-lids, for these he has no power of rais- 
ing ; so tiiat, when he looks up, he turns up his fiace, 
being unable to raise his eyes ; and when he looks to- 
wards the top of one of his romantic mountains, one 
would think he was looking at the zenith. This pe- 
culiarity is what will most strike every stranger in 
the appearance of the accomplished laureate. - He 
does not at all see well at a distance, which made mo 
several times disposed to get into a passion with him. 
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because he did not admire the scenes which I was 
pointing out. We have only exchanged a few casual 
letters since that period, and I have never seen this 
great $uid good man again. 
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LOCKUART. 

When it is considered what literary celebrity Lock- 
hnrt has gained so early in life, and how warm and 
disinterested a Mend he has been to me, it argues 
but little for my sagacity that I scarcely recollect any 
thing of our first encounters. He was a mischievous 
Oxford puppy, for whom I was terrified, dancing after 
the young ladies, and drawing caricatures of every one 
who came in contact with him. But then I found 
him constantly in company with all the better rank of 
people with whom I associated, and consequently it 
was impossible for me not to meet with him. I dreaded 
his eye terribly ; and it was not without reason, for 
he was very fond of playing tricks on me, but always 
in such a way, that it was impossible to lose temper 
with him. I never parted company with him that 
my judgment was not entirely jumbled with r^ard to 
characters, books, and literary articles of every des- 
cription. Even his household economy seemed clouded 
in mystery; and if I got any- explanation, it was 
sure not to be the right thing. It may be guessed 
how astonished I was one day, on perceiving six black 
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MTute waitbig at his table upon nz white gentle- 
Ma 1 Such a train of Blackamoors being beyond my 
eomprehensioii, I asked for an explanation ; but got 
none, saye that he found them very useful and oblig- 
ing poor fellows, and that they did not look for much 
wages, l>eyond a mouthful of meat. 

A yomag lady hearing mo afterwards making a fuss 
ibout such a phenomenon, and saying that the Bkcka- 
moors would break my young friend, she assured me 
that Mr Lockhart had only one black servant, but that 
when the master gave a dinner to his friends, the ser- 
vant, knowing there would be enough, and to spare, 
&r an, invited his friends also. Lockhart always kept 
a good table, and a capital stock of liquor, especially 
Jamaica mm, and by degrees I grew not so frightened 
to visit him. 

After Wilson and he, and Sym and I had resolved 
on supporting Blackwood, it occasioned us to be of- 
tener together ; but Lockhart contrived to keep my 
mind in the utmost perplexity for years, on all things 
tiiat related to that Magazine. Being often curious 
to know when the tremendous articles appeared who 
were the authors, and being sure I could draw no- 
thing out of either Wilson, or Sym, I always repaired 
to Lockhart to ask him, awaiting his reply with fixed 
eyes and a beating heart. Then, with his cigar in his 
month, his one leg flung carelessly over the other, and 
without the symptoms of a smile on his face, or ono 
twinkle of mischief in his dark gray eye, he would 
fiUher the articles on his brother, Captain Lockhart, 
or Peter Robertson, or Sheriff Cay, or James Wilson, 



CXX REMINISCENCES OF 

(H* that queer fat body, Dr Scott ; and sometimes on 
James and John Ballantyne, and Sam Anderson, and 
poor Baxter. I remember once, at a festival of the 
Dilletanti Spciety, that Lockhart was sitting next me, 
and charming my ear with some story of auth(»ship. 
I have forgot what it was ; but think it was about 
somebody reviewing his own book. On which I said 
the incident was such a capital one, that I would give 
any thing to ascertain if it were true. 

" What ?" said Bridges ; " did any body ever hear 
the like of that ? I hope you are not suspecting your 
young Mend of telling you a falsehood V 

" Hand your tongue Davie, for ye ken naething 
about it," said I. ^' Could ye believe it, man, that 
callant never tauld me the truth a' his days but aince, 
an' that was merely by chance, an' without the least 
intention on his part ?" These blunt accusations di- 
verted Lockhart greatly, and onl}'^ encouraged him to 
fiEurther tricks. 

I soon found out that the coterie of my literary as- 
sociates had made it up to act on O'Dogherty^s prin- 
ciple never to deny a thing that they had not written, 
and never to acknowledge one that they hcui. On 
which I determined that, in future, I would sign my 
name or designation to every thing I published, that I 
might be answerable to the world only for my own 
offences. But as soon as the rascals perceived this, 
they signed my name as fast as I did. They then 
contrived the incomparable " Noctes AmbrosianaB," for 
the sole purpose of putting all the sentiments into the 
Shepherd's mouth which they durst not avowedly say 
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themselyefly and those too often ap])1ying to my best 
friends. 

The thing that most endeared Lockhort to me at 
that eaiij period was some humorous poetry which 
he published anonymously in Blackwood's Magazine, 
and which I still regard as the heat of the same des- 
cription in the kingdom. 

Of all the practical jokes that ever Lockliart played 
off on the public in his thoughtless days, the most 
.snooessful and ludicrous was that about Dr Scott. He 
was a strange-looking, bald-headed, bluff little man, 
that practised as a dentist, both in Glasgow and Edin^ 
burgh, keeping a good house and hospitable table in 
both, and considered skilful ; but for utter ignorance of 
every thing literary, he was not to be matched among 
a dozen street porters with ropes round their necks. 
This droll old tippling sinner was a joker in his way, 
and to Lockhart and his friends a subject of constant 
mystifications and quizzes, which he partly saw 
tiirough ; but his uncommon vanity made him like the 
notice, and when at last the wags began to publish 
songs and ballads in his name, O then he could not re- 
sist going into the delusion ! and though lie had a hor- 
rid bad voice, and hardly any car, he would roar and 
sing the songs in every company as his own. 

Ignorant and uneducated as he was, Lockhart 
sucked his brains so cleverly, and crammed "The 
Odontist's" songs with so many of the creature's own 
peculiar phrases, and the names and histories of his 
obscure associates, that, though I believe the man 
coidd scarce spell a note of three lines, even liis inti- 
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mate acqnaiiitaiLces were obliged to swallow the hoax, 
and by degrees ^^ The Odontist" passed for a first-rate 
convivial bard, that had continued to eat and drink 
and draw teeth for fifty years, and more, without ever 
letting the smallest comer of the napkin appear to be 
lifted, under which his wonderful talents had lain con- 
cealed. I suspect Captain Tom Hamilton, the origi- 
nal O'Dogherty, had also some hand in that ploy ; at 
least he seemed to enjoy it as if he had, for though he 
pretended to be a high and starched Whig, he was al- 
ways engaged with these madcap Tories, and the fore- 
most in many of their vricked contrivances. 

Well, at last this joke took so well, and went so 
far, that shortly after the appearance of ^' The Lament 
for Captain Paton," one of Lockhart's best things, by- 
the-bye, but which was published in the doctor's name, 
he happened to take a trip to Liverpool in a steam-^ 
boat, and had no sooner arrived there than he was re- 
cognised and hailed as £bon/s glorious Odontist ! The 
literary gentry got up a public dinner for him in ho- 
nour of his great and versatile genius, and the body 
very coolly accepted the compliment, repljdng to the 
toasts and speeches, and all the rest of it. And what 
is more, none of them ever found him out ; which to 
me, who knew him so well, was quite wonderful. 
What would I have given to have been at that meet- 
ing ! I am sure Dean Swift himself never played oflF 
a more successful hit than this of " The Odontist.** 

He is long since dead ; but he left a name behind 
him which has continued to this day, when I have let 
the secret out. Had he lived till now, I am persua^ 
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ded his works would have swelled out to volumes, and 
would have heen puhlished in his name, with lus por- 
init at the beginning. I never heard whether he left 
Lockhart any legacy or not ; but he certainly ought to 
have done so, and both to him and Captain Hamilton. 
Even the acute Johnie Ballantyne was entrapped, and 
requested me several times to bring him acquainted 
with that Dr Scott, who was one of the most original 
and extraordinary fellows he had ever met with in 
prini^ and he vnshed much to have the honour of 
being his publisher. In answer to thb request I could 
only laugh in the bibliopole's face, having been for that 
ODoe in the true secret. I could tell several stories 
fully as good as this ; but as John is now a reformed 
cluuBcter, to all appearance, I shall spare him for the 
present. Wilson's and his merry doings of those days 
would make a singular book, and perhaps I may at- 
tempt to detful them before I die. 
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I first met with that noble and genuine old Tory, 
the renowned Timothy Tickler, in his own hospitable 
mansion of South Side, alias George's Square, in the 
south comer of Edinburgh, and to which I was intro- 
duced by one of his sister's sons, I think Mr Robert 
Wilson, the professor's second brother. 

At the very first appearanco of my weekly paper 
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" The Spy," Mr Sym intCTested himself for it. Not 
only did his name appear first on the list of subscrib- 
ers, but he reconmiended it strongly to all his friends 
and acquaintances, as a paper worthy of being patron- 
ised. Some of the fine madams pointed out to him a 
few inadvertences, or more properly, absurdities, which 
had occurred in the papers ; but he replied, ^' O, I don't 
deny that ; but I like them the better for these, as 
they show me at once the character of the writw. I 
believe him to be a very great blockhead ; still I main- 
tain, that there is some smeddum in him." 

As the paper went on, he sent me some writt^i ad- 
vices anonymously, which were excellent, and which 
I tried to conform to as much as I could. He also 
sent me some very clever papers for the work, which 
appeared in it, but all the while kept himself closely 
concealed from me. It is natural to suppose that I 
had the most kindly feehng towards this friendly 
stranger ; but it was not till I became acquainted with 
the Wilsons long afterwards that I knew who he was. 
When Mr Robert informed me that he was his uncle, 
I was all impatience to see him. 

A little while before the conclusion of " The Spy," 
Mr Aikman, the publisher, told me one day that he 
suspected the friend who had interested himself so 
much in my success was a Mr Sym ; but I had never 
heard more than merely his name, and imagined him 
to be some very little man about Leith. Judge of 
my astonishment, when I was admitted by a triple- 
bolted door into a grand house in George's Square, and 
introduced to its lord, an uncommonly fine-looking 
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MsAy gentleman, about aeyen feet liigh, and an 
sfciaiglit as an arrow ! Hb hair was whitish, his com- 
plezion had the freshness and ruddiness of youth, his 
looks and address full of kindness and benevolence ; 
but whenerver ho stood straight up, (for he had al- 
ways to stoop about half way when speaking to a 
common-sized man like me,) then you could not help 
peroeiYing a little of the haughty air of the determined 
and independent old aristocrat. 

From that time forward, during my stay in Edin- 
burgh, Mr Sym's hospitable mansion was the great 
evening resort of his three nephews and me ; some- 
times there were a few friends beside, of whom Lock- 
hart and Mr Samuel Anderson were mostly two ; but 
we ibar for certain ; and there are no jovial evenings 
of my by-past life which I reflect on with greater de- 
light than those. Tickler is completely an original, as 
3iiy man may see who has attended to his remarks ; 
for there is no sophistry there, they are every one his 
own. Nay, I don't believe that North has, would, or 
durst put a single sentence into his mouth that had 
not proceeded out of it. His reading, both ancient 
and modem, is boundless, his taste and perception 
acute beyond those of other men ; his satire keen and 
biting ; but at the same time his good-humour is alto- 
gether inexhaustible, save when ignited by coming in 
collision with Whig or Radical principles. Still there 
being no danger of that with me, he and I never dif- 
fered in one single sentiment in our lives, excepting on 
the comparative merits of some Strathspey reels. 

But the pleasantest part of our fellowship is yet to 

12 
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describe. At a certain period of the ni^t onr enter- 
tainer knew by the longing looks which I cast to a 
beloved comer of the dining-room what was wanting. 
Then he would take out a small gold key that 
hung by a chain of the same precious metal to a par- 
ticular button-hole, and stalk away as tall as the life, 
open two splendid fiddle cases, and produce their con- 
tents, first the one, and then the other ; but always 
keeping the best to himself. Ill never forget with 
what elated dignity he stood straight up in the mid- 
dle of that floor and rosined his bow : there was a 
twist of the lip, and an upward beam of the eye, that 
were truly sublime. Then down we sat side by side, 
and began — at first gently, and with easy motion, like 
skilful grooms, keeping ourselves up for the final heat, 
which was slowly but surely approaching. At the 
end of every tune we took a glass, and still our en- 
thusiastic admiration of the Scottish tunes increased*-^ 
our energies of execution redoubled, till, ultimately, it 
became not only a complete and well-contested jrace, 
but a trial of strength to determine which should 
drown the other. The only feelings short of ecstasy, 
that came across us in these enraptured moments, 
were caused by hearing the laugh and joke going on 
with our friends, as if no such thrilling strains had 
been flowing. But if Sym's eye chanced at all to hUl 
on them, it instantly retreated upwards again in mild 
indignation. To his honour be it mentioned, he has 
left me a legacy of that inestimable violin, provided 
that I outlive him. But not for a thousand such 
would I part with my old friend. 
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JEWISH CAPTIVES PARTING. 

Must I leave thee broken-bearted, 
All our hopes for erer thwarted? 
Early met, and early parted, — 

Yet while love was new ! 
Just when the bud had fondly spread 
Its breast to heaven, with blushes red» 
The fruity within its bosom hid. 

Shrunk from its fostering dew ! 

There's a pang (I may not name it ! 
Heart of alien cannot frame it. 
Tongue of angel cannot blame it) 

Wrmgs this bosom still : — 
Oh ! thou art ail with softness blent. 
Mild as the lamb, and innocent ; 
But thou art in the stranger's tent. 

And subject to his will ! 

Bitterer term was never spoken ! 
Take this last, this farewell token, — 
All my hopes with it are broken, 
Save In one sole deed : 
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On that pure breast and form so fa'tr^ 
Should eye or hand of violence dare— 
I say no more ; but to thy care 
I trust this sure remede. 

How is the gold become so dim? 
How hushed the virgin's coral hymn f 
Our cup of misery wets the brim — 

'Tis slavery or the grave. 
Was ever sorrow like to mine ? 
The daughters young of Judah's line 
Are led in bonds and shame to pine. 

And none to help or save I 



THE CAPTIVE'S SONG. 

Rise ! rise dawn of the morn ! 

In glory awake, for thy hour is nigh ! 
Comest thou afar, by cherubim borne. 

O'er lands of the East, o'er star and sky ? 
Or sleep'st thou on yon mountain gray?- 
Awake, thou sun ! and come away. 
Yes, thou wilt wake ; but, woe is me, 
For the shame and guilt thine eye must see !- 
The stranger 8 incense burning still 
On the heights of Zion*s holy hill; 
And the rude Sabine's altar-stone 
In the green groves of Lebanon !— * 
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Awake, O sun ! that I maj yiew 

Thy splendonr shed (nor grieve the less) 
O'er Tales of Redar bathed m dew, 
And Chebar's balmy wilderness I 
Soon thou wilt smile in beauty bland 
Above the Chaldean's sinful land ;— 
But, oh ! when shall dawn the day 

Of retribution and of grace ? 
When shall the shadows pass away 
That brood o'er Israel's fallen race ? 
Thou holy One ! has Salem's day 
By thee forgotten been for aye ? 

Sing ! sing I — How shall I sing 

A song of Zion or of thee ! 
Or hymn ther name of Israel's Ring 
In darkness and captivity ? 

My tabor has no strain nor string 
The songs of Zion's land to sing ! 
But thee — Jerusalem ! when my beart 
Ceases to yearn and bleed for thee, 
May skill from my right hand depart, 
And my reward let bondage be ! 
There lies engraved thy temple fair, 
And Name that once we worshipped there ! 

Jehovah ! in thy strength awake ! 

Be vengeance on the heathen driven ! 
Before thee let the mountains quake. 
Thy chariot be the winds of heaven ! 
Come on the clouds, and who shall stand 
Against the sway of thy right hand ? 
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Think not of us, so far removed, 
And as a garment cast away — 
Think on our fathers once beloved ; 
Must David's house like grass decay ? 
Return , and set thy people free, 
And captives yet shall sing to thee ! 
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JACOB AND LABAN. 

^' Depart ye,^-depart ye, — 

For shame, ere the morrow ! 
Alone let me weep, 

In anguish and sorrow. 
For her whom so long 

I've loved with fond duty ; 
For all I have lost 

Of sweetness and beauty. 

'* These seven long years 

I've served hardly for her ; 
Yet they seemed but a day, 

For the love that I bore her ! 
The chill hour of midnight 

Oft watching has found me, 
While the wolf and the lion 

Were prowling around me. 
Shame on the gift ! shame on the giver 
Woe, woe, now and for ever !" 
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'* Cheer thee, boy !~ cheer thee, boy ! 

Blame nol her willingness ; 
Bound to obey. 

And swayed by her lovingness. 
Striplings may woo. 

But age must beware of them ; 
Laws must be framed. 

And strangers must care for them. 

" Lore's like the young rose ; 

Pulled, it will &de and die : 
Love 8 like the diamond ; 

Hardly won, valued high : 
For seren years more. 

She will kinder and dearer grow ; 
Thine shall thy love be. 

When thou hast won her so." 
** Blest be the boon ! blest be the girer 
Joy, joy, now and for erer 1" 



THE ROSE OF SHARON. 

Oh ! saw ye the Rose of the East 

In the Yslley of Sharon that grows ? 
Te daughters of Judjth, how blest 

To breathe in the sweets of my Rose ! 
Ck)me, tell me if yet she's at rest 

In her couch, with the lilies inwove ? 
Or if wantons the breeze with her bresst ? 

For my heart it is sick for my love. 
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I charge you, ye virgins unveiled. 

That stray 'mong the pomegranate trees. 
By the roes and the hinds of the field, 

That ye wake not my love till she please ! 
•* The garden with flowers is in blow, 

And roses unnumbered are there ; 
Then tell how thy love we shall know, 

For the daughters of Zion are fair. -' 

A bed of frankincense her cheek, 

And wreath of sweet myrrh is her hand ; 
Her eye the bright gem that they seek 

By the rivers and streams of the land : 
Her smile from the morning she wins ; 

Her teeth are the lambs on the hill ; 
Her breasts two young roes that are twins. 

And feed in the valleys at will. 

As the cedar that smiles o'er the wood ; 

As the lily 'mid shrubs of the heath ; 
As the tower of Damascus that stood 

Overlooking the hamlets beneath : 
As the moon that in glory you see 

'Mid the stars and the planets above ; 
Even so among women is she. 

And my bosom is ravished with love I 



Return with the evening star, 

And our couch on Amana shall be ; 

From Shinar and Hermon afar 

Thou the mountains of leopards shalt 

O Shulamite ! turn to thy rest, 

Where the olive overshadows the land ; 
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As the ro« of the desert meke haste. 
For the smging of birds is at hand ! 
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MAIDEN OF JESHIMON 



Invoice. 

^ voice. 

^ttvoke, 
^ voice, 
^vcke, 
^ voice, 
^oth voices, 
^d voice. 
Ut voice. 
Both voices 



DUET. 

O LHTES one love-spark in your breast. 
Maiden of Jeshimon ! pray you tell ? 

Go ask at her whom you now love best,- 
Ask her the way you know full well 

Women are fickle, and all untrue ! 

Men are ungrateful — so are you ! 

Vanity! 

Lenity I 

Wormwood and gall ! 

Suavity ! 

Levity ! 

Worst of all ! 

Once full happy and blithe were we, — 

Blithe as bird on the greenwood tree I 



\si voice. 


Long I loved, and loved you dear,-^ 


^d voice. 


Many a day and many a year : 


hoih voices. 


Then all nature seemed completer,-— 




Smiling sweeter. 




Ah ! how dear ! 


^st voice. 


But *tis gone ! 


'2d voice. 


Let it go ! 
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Ut voice, ^ Can'st thou say so, true love? 
2d voice. Time, that wears all away 

Will lay me low ! 
Boih voices. Again we'll sport, as we have done. 

Round the tree, over the lea ; 
Nature then shaU smile agam. 

And who so blithe and blest as we ? 
Sweet the bird shall sing on the tree, 
And sweet the sun rise over the sea ! 



DWELLER IN HEAVEN. 

Dweller in heaven high, Ruler below ! 
Fain would I know thee, yet tremble to know ! 
How can a mortal deem, how may it be. 
That being can ne'er be but present with thee ? 
Is it true that thou sawest me ere I saw the mom ? 
Is it true that thou knewest me before I was born ? 
That nature must live in the light of thine eye? — 
This knowledge for me is too great and too high ! 

That, fly I to noon-day, or fly I to night. 

To shroud me in darkness, or bathe me in light, 

The light and the darkness to thee are the same. 

And still in thy presence of wonder I am ? 

Should I with the dove to the desert repair. 

Or dwell with the eagle in clough of the air : 

In the desert afar — on the mountain s wild brink-— 

From the eye of Omnipotence still must I shrink ? 
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Or mount I, on wiugs of the morning, away 
To cayes of the ocean, unseen hj the day. 
And bide in these uttermost parts of the sea, 
Eren there to he living and moving in thee ! 
Nay, scale I the cloud, in the heavens to dwell* 
Or make I my hed in the shadows of hell, 
Cm science expound, or humanity frame. 
That still thou art present, and all are the same ? 

Tes, present for ever ! Almighty ! Alone ! 
Great Spirit of nature ! unbounded ! unknown ! 
What mind can embody tby presence divine ? 
I know not my own being ! how can I thine ? 
Then humbly and low in the dust let me bend. 
And adore what on earth I can ne'er comprehend : 
The mountains may melt, and the elements flee, 
Tet an universe still be rejoicmg in thee 1* 



aMMv^»^^^^^wM^N^^^»^^^^»*»^»^ 



ON CARMEL'S BROW. 

On Carmel 8 brow the wreathy vine 

Had all its honours shed ; 
And, o*er the vales of Palestine, 

A sickly paleness spread : 
When the old seer, by vision led 

And energy sublime. 
Into that shadowy region sped. 

To muse on distant time. 



* Tlib hymn was introdbced into the tale of The Bkowkie of BQtvi^< 
UaL,aadiato befoand tberet iu the first edition. 
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He saw the valleys far and wide, 

But sight of joy was none ; 
He looked o'er many a mountain s sido^ 

But silence reigned alone ; 
Save that a boding voice sung on 

By wave and waterfall. 
As still, in harsh and heavy tone, 

Deep unto deepr did call 

On Kisoii*s strand, and Ephratah, 

The hamlets thick did lie ; 
No wayfarer between he saw. 

No Asherite passed by ! 
No maiden at her task did ply. 

Nor sportive child was seen ; 
The lonely dog baiked wearily 

Where dwellers once had been. 

Oh ! beauteous were the palaces 

On Jordan wont to be ; 
And still they glimmered to the breeze, 

Like stars beneath the sea : — 
But vultures held their jubilee 

Where harp and cymbal rung; 
And there, as if in mockery. 

The baleful satyr sung. 

But, oh ! that prophet's visioned eye. 

On Carmel that reclined ! 
It looked not on the times gone by. 

But those that were behind ; 
His grey hair streamed upon the wind,- 

His hands were raised on hi^h, — 
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As, mirrored on his mystic mind, 
Arose futurity ! 

He saw the feast in Bosrah q>read, 

Prepared in ancient day ; 
Eastward, away the eagle sped, 

And all the birds of prey. 
*' Who*8 thb/' he cried, " cornea by the way 

Of Edom, all dirine,— 
TrsTdHng in splendour, whoee array 

Is red, but not with wine ? 

** Blest be the herald of our King, 

That comes to set us free \ 
The dwellers of the rock shaU siiig. 

And utter praise to thee ! 
Tabor and Hermon yet shall see 

Their glories glow again. 
And blossoms spring on field and tree, 

That ever shall remain. 

" The happy child, in dragon's way. 

Shall frolic with delight I 
The lamb shall round the leopard play. 

And all in love unite ! 
The dove on Zion*s hill shall light. 

That all the world must see ; 
Hail to the Joumeyer in his nughtt 

That comes to set us free *" 



14 SACKED MELODIES. 

THE GUARDIAN ANGELSL 

DUET. 

Whitheb journeyest thou ? 

Where dost thou dwell ? 
Dwell'st thou ia the rainbow, 

Or hills of Israel ? 
Beauteous guardian angel 

Tarry here with me ; 
Or guide nie throi^h the twilight^ 

Far, far, with thee. 
The young and fair 

We'll guard with care. 
From every snare 

And treachery. 

Two Voices. 

Over tower and palace. 

River broad, and fountain,-— 
Over den and desert. 

Vale and lofty mountain,— 
Infant s bed, — Virghi's head,— 
. Age and m.sery ! 

Ist voice. Dost thou dread it ? 

2d voice. Thou shalt see. 

Ist voice. Dost thou shun it ? 

8</ voice. Oft I've done it. 

Both voices. Kind the heart that needs no suing! 

Sweet the toil when good we're doing ! 

Sweet the toil, &;c. &c. 
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Iff mice. Wert thou a watdier here ? 

Stf voice. Man J a thousand year. 

BgA vokm. Then, for aye, our task pursuing, 
NeTer done, yet always doing. 
Till our time of bliss draws near. 

Iff ooace. Shall it nerer ? 

id write. Yea, for erer. 

B9tk aoiotf. Then our joys be ever new ! 
As our love and duty true ! 
Our task is love, and 'tis from above. 
For love it heaven, and heaven b love I 



SONGS. 

DONALD MACDONALD. 

AiB — " Woo'd an* married an* a*/* 

My name it is Donald McDonald, 

I leeve in the Heelands sae grand ; 
I hae foUow'd our banner and m 1 do. 

Wherever my Maker has land. 
When rankit amang the blue bonnets, 

Nae danger can fear me ava ; 
I ken that my brethren around me 
Are either to conquer or fa'. 
Brogues an' brochin' an a', 
Brochin an* brogues an' a* ; 
An' is nae her very weel aff 
Wi' her brogues an' brochin an* a' ? 

What though we befriendit young Charlie? 

To tell it I dinna think shame; 
Poor lad, he came to us but barely. 

An' reckoned our mountains his hame. 
'Twas true that our reason forbade us; 

But tenderness carried the day ; 
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Had Geordie come friendlen anuug us, 
Wi' him we had a* gane awaj. 
Sword an' buckler an' a'» 
Backler an' aword an' a* ; 
Now for George well encounter the deffl, 
Wi' aword an* buckler an a'! 

An' O, I wad eagerlj preaa him 

The keys o* the East to retain ; 
For should he gie up the possession. 

Well soon hae to force them again* 
Than yield up an inch wi* dishonour. 
Though it were my finishing blow» 
He ay may depend on M* Donald, 
Wi' his Heelanders a' in a row ; 
Knees an' elbows an* a*. 
Elbows an' knees an a' ; 
Depend upon Donald M'Donald, 
His knees an* elbows an* a* ! 

Wad Bonaparte land at Fort- William, 

Auld Europe nae langer should grane , 
I kugh when I think how we'd gall him, 

Wi' bullet, wi' steel, an' wi' stane ; 
Wi' rocks o' the Nevis and Gamy 

We'd rattle him off frae our shore, 
Or lull him asleep in a cdrny. 

An' sing him — Lochaber no more ! 
Stanes an' bullets an' a', 
Bullets an' stanes an' a* ; 
Well finish the Corsican callan 
Wi' stanes an' bullets an' a ! 
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For the Gordon is good in a hurry. 
An' Campbell is steel to the bane, 
An' Grant, an' M'Kenzie, an' Murray, 

An' Cameron will hurkle to nane ; 
The Stuart is sturdy an' loyal, 

An' sae is M'Leod an* M'Kay ; 
An* I, their gudebrither, McDonald, 
Shall ne'er be the last in the fray ! 
Brogues an' brochln an* a', 
Brochin an' brogues an' a'; 
An' up wi' the bonny blue bonnet, 
The kilt an' the feather an' a' !* 



* I onee heard tlie abore song Bong in tiie theatre at Lancaster, 
the singer rabstitated the following lines of his own for the httt verse. 

** For Jock Bull he is good in a hurry. 

An* Sawney is steel to the bane, 
An' wee Davie Welsh is a widdy. 

An* Paddy will hnrkle to nane ; 
They'll a' prove baitii sturdy and loyal. 

Come dangers sat)and them what may. 
An* I. their gudebrither, M* Donald, 

Shall ne'er be tlie last in the fray !** &e. 

It took exceedingly well, uid was three times eneored. ai^ there was 1 
sitting in the gallery, applauding as much as any body. My vanity prompt- 
ed me to tell a jolly Yorkshire manufocturer that night that I was Uie aothfw 
of the song. He laughed excessively at my assumption, and told the land- 
lady that he took me for a half-crazed Scots pedlar. 

Another anecdote concerning this song I may mention ; and I do it with 
no littie pride, as it is a proof of the popularity of Donald M'D<mald am<mg 
a class, to inspire whom with devotion to the cause of their country was at 
the time a matter of no littie consequence. Happening upon one occasion 
to be in a wood in Dumfries-shire, through which wood the highroad 
passed, I heard a voice singing ; and a turn of the road soon brought in 
sight a soldier, who seemed to be either travelling home upon furlough, or 
returning to his regiment. When the singer approached nearer I distin- 
guished the notes oi my own song of Donald M'Dmiald. As the lad pro- 
reeded with his song, he got more and more into the spirit of the tUboi^ 
and on coming to the end. 
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WHERE AM I OAUM? 

Whseb am I gann ? — I darena tell ; 
Alas I I hardly ken mysef . 
There's sometldng barning in my biahi 
That leads me out thb gate my lane. 
It's no' to be where I hae been. 
It's no' to see wha I hae seen. 
Ah no ! 'tb to the cauld khrkyard, 
To greet aboon the lonely sward. 

my liitflda ! when with pafai, 

1 left thy side to cross the main, 
Ileft all dearest to my life, 

A new made mother and a wife. 
I see thee still — thou scfbb'd and wept 
Above our baby as he slept: 
That look of sorrow, and that tear. 
My Tery soul, till death, will sear. 

I kiss'd thee — left thee — where art thou ? 

I have no wtfe nor bsby now ; 

I lobk around me in despair* 

And then tct heaven, fot they are there. 

I did not see my baby die t 

I did not close bis mother's eye ; 

** An up wi* the bonny Uae bonnet 
The kilt and the feather an* a* !** 

fai the height of his enthusiasm, he hoisted his rap on tl:e end of his staif 
and daored it about triumphantly. I stood ensoonied behind a tree, and 
heard and saw all without being obterred. 
V. N 
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Nor bear a blessiiig from her tongue* 
When the last 8^ upon it hung. 

When death had reft her baby sweet. 
She wound him in his windii^ sheet. 
An' followed to bis grave, resigned,, 
But ah ! she could not stay behind. 
Where am I gann ? — ^I know it now ; 
To a dear grave — aye, there are two ; 
A very low and little one 
Lies 'twixt the other and the sun. 

There I must wend, though all alone { 
An inward anguish drags me on. 
O'er these new graves, beneath the yew. 
My tears to mingle with the dew. 
For all that to my soul endeared, 
I lov'd, I cherish'd, and rever'd. 
Lie there within a lowly shrine ; 
Can there be earthly woe like mine ? 

The sweetest bud that ever grew 
Has faded like the morning dew ; 
The parent stem that gave it birth. 
Has sunk into her native earth. 
My wife — my baby — O how sweet I 
But there's a home where we shall meett 
Beyond yon blue and diamond dome 
We'll find an everlasting home. 
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AN AGED WIDOW'S LAMENT. 

Ob, if he gane, my good anld man ? 

And mm I left fbrlorn ? 
And tt that manly heart at rest. 

The kfaidest e^er was bom ? 

We^Te spjoumM here, thro' hope and fear. 

For fifty years and three. 
And ne'er in all that happy time 

Said he harsh word to me. 

And mony a braw and bourdly son. 
And daughters in their prime. 

His trembling hand laid in the graTe» 
Lang» lang afore the time. 

I dimia greet the day, to see 

That he to them has gane. 
But oh, it's fearful thus to be 

Left in a world alane, 

Wi' • poor worn and broken heart. 

Whose race of joy is run. 
And scarce has little opening left 

For aught aneath the sun. 

My life nor death I winna crave. 

Nor fret, nor yet despond, 
But a' my hope is in the grave. 

And the dear hame beyond. 
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Is your war-pipe asleep, and for eyer, M*Kimman ? 

Is your war-pipe asleep, and for eTer ? 
Shall the pibroch that welcomed the foe to Ben*Aer 
Be hushed when we seek the red wolf in his lair. 

To give back our wrongs to the giver ? 
To the raid tnd the onslaught Ofir chieftains have 

gone — 
Like the course of the fire-flaught their dansmen passed 

on, 
With the lance and the shield 'gainst the foe they have 

bound them. 
And have taken the field with theur vassals around them. 
Then raise the wild riogan-cry. On to the foray ! 
Sons of the heather-hill, pine-wood, and glen ; 
Shout for M'Pherson, MLeod, and the Moray* 
Till the Lomonds re-echo the challenge again. 

Youth of the daring heart, bright be thy doom 

As the bodings which light up thy bold spirit now ; 

But the fate of M'Kimman is closing in gloom, 

And the breath of the grey Wraith hath pasi'd o^er his 
brow. 

Victorious in joy tboult return to.Ben-Aer, 

And be clasp'd to the hearts of thy best beloved there ; 

But M'Kimman, M*Kimman, M'Kimman shall never-— 

O never — never — never— never ? 
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WOt thoa dirink from the doom tboa cmn shun not, 
If Kimman? 
Wnt thou shrink from the doom then can shun not? 
If thj course must be brief, let the proud Saxon know 
That the soul of M*Kimman ne'er quaiTd when a foe 

Bared hk blade in the land he had won not 
Where die Qght-footed roe leaTes the wfld breeze behind. 
And the red heather-Uoom gires its sweets to the wind — 
There oar broad pennon ffies, and our keen steeds are 

pfanclng 
'Mid the startling w«r<-er!es, and the bright wei^ns glan- 
cii^l 

Then raise the wfld slogan-cry ! On to the foray ! 
Sons of the heather-hill, pine-wood, and glen ; 
Shout for M'Pherson, M*Leod, and the Moray, 
Till the Lomonds re-echo the challenge again ! 

SONG OF THE TIMES OF CHARLES FIRST. 

See now, my brethren, heaven is clear, 

And all the clouds are gone ; 
The righteous man shall flourish now — 

Braye days are coming on. 
Come then, dear comrades, and be glad. 

And eke rejoice with me ; 
Lawn sleeves and rochets shall go down. 

And hey , then up go we ! 

Whate er the bishops* hands have built 

Our hammers shall undo ; 
We*U break their pipes, and burn their copes. 

And burn their churches too. 
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We'll exercUe within the grovet. 
And preach beneath the tree; 

We'll make a pulpit of a oask. 
And bey, then up go we ! 

Well down with deans and prebends tOQi 

And I rejoice to tell ye, 
How we shall eat good pigs our fill. 

And capons stew'd in jelly* 
We'll burn the fathers* learned books. 

And make tbe schoolmen flee ; 
Well down with all that smells of wit. 

And hey, $hen up go we I 

If once the greedy churchmen crew 

Be crush 'd and overthrown. 
We'll teach the nobles how to stoop. 

And keep the gentry down. 
Good manners have an ill report, 

And turn to pride we see ; 
Well therefore cry good manners down, 

And hey, then up go we ! 

The name of lord shall be a.bhorr^d, 

For every man's a brother ; 
No reaaofi why, in church or state, 

One man should rule another. 
Now when this change of government 

Has set our fingers free. 
Well make their saucy dames come down. 

And hey, then up go we ! 
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WhU though the king and parUunenl 

Do now aooord together ? 
We have more cause to be content. 

This is oar sanshine weather. 
For if that reason should talie places 

And thej should disagree. 
For us there would be little grace ; 

For hey, then up go we I 

What should we do then in such case? 

Let's put it to a venture. 
If we can hold out seven jears' spaee, 

We*ll sue out our indenture. 
A time may come to make us rue. 

Yet time may set us free, 
Unless the gallows claim his due, 

And hey, then up go we ! 

GIN T£ BfEET A BONNIE LASSIS. 

Gin ye meet a bo .nie lassie, 

Gie her a kiss a;i' let her gae ; 
But gin ye meet a dirty hussy, 

Fy gae rub her ower wi' strae, 
Nought is like a bonny lassie. 

Brisk an' bonny, blithe and gay ; 
Bat gin ye meet a dirty hussy, 

Fy gae rub her ower wt' strae. 

Be sure ye dinna quat the ^rip 
0' ilka joy while ye are young. 
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Afore aokl age jonr Teetak nqi, 
An' lay ye twafaukl ower a rung. 

But look out for a bonny lassie. 
Brisk an' bonny , blithe an' gay ; 

But gin ye meet a dirty hussy, 
Fy gae rub her ower wi' strae. 

Auld age an' youth has joys apart. 

An' though they dinna weel combine. 
The honest, kind, an' gratefu' heart 

Will aye be blithe like yours an' mine. 
But nought is like a bonny lassie. 

Dearer gift HeaY*n never gae ; 
But gin ye meet a dirty hussy, 

Fy gae rub her ower wi* strae^ 



MOGGY AND ME. 

O wha are sae happy as me an* my Moggy? 

O wha are sae happy as Moggy an' me ? 
We're baith turnin' auld, an' our walth is soon tauldy 

But contentment bides aye in our cottage sae wee. 
She toils a' the day when I'm out wi' the hirsel. 

An' (haunts to the bairns while I sing on the brae; 
A n' aye her blithe smile welcomes me frae my toily 

When down the glen I come weary an' wae. 

A boon our auld heads we've a nice little biggen, 
That keeps out the cauld when the simmer's awa ; 

We've twa wabs o' linen o* Moggy's ain spinnin'. 
As thick as silk velvet and wliite as the snaw i* 
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We've kie in th« bjre, an* yauds iu tl|« stable, 
A gramphie sae hi thai the hardly can stand ; 

An' aomechingy I guess* in yon sold painted press. 
To cheer up the speerita an' steady the hand. 

*Tis true we hae had mony sorrowa an' crosses, 

Our pouches ofi toom, an' our hearts fu' o' care ; 
Bat wi' a' our crosses, our sorrows, an losses, 

Contentment, thank Heaven ! has aye been our share. 
l'?e an auld roostit sword that was left by my &ther, 

Whilk aye has been drawn when my king had a he ! 
We hae friends ane or twa that aft gie us a ca'. 

To laugh when we're happy or grieve when we're wae. 

Our duke may hae goud mair than schoolmen can reckon, 

An' flunkies to watch ilka glance o' his ee, 
His lady aye braw sittin prim in the ha' ; 

But are they sae happy as Moggy an' me ? 
A' ye wba ne'er fand the straight road to be happy, 

Wha are nae content wi' the lot that ye dree^ 
Come down to the dwellin' o' whilk I've been telHn', — 

You'll learu it by looking at Moggy and me. 



RISE! RISE! LOWLAND AND HIGHLAND MEN. 

Rise * rise ! lowland and highland men ; 

Bald sire and beardless son, each come, and early : 
Rise ! rise ! mainland and island men, 

Belt on your broad swords, and fight for Prince 
CharUe ! 
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Down from the mountun steep. 

Up from the Tallej deep 
Out from the clachao, thebothj, and sheelingf 

Bogle and battle-drum, 

Bid chief and Yassal come ; 
Loudlj our bagpipes the pibroch are pealing. 

CHORUS. 

Rise, rise^ &c. 

Men of the mountains !^-descendants of heroes ! 

Heirs of the fame and the hflls of your fathers, — 
Say, shall the Sassenach Southron not fear us. 

When fierce to the war-peal each plaided clan gathers? 

Long on the trophied walls 

Of your ancestral halls 
Rust hath been blunting the armour of Albin s 

Seize, then, ye mountun Macs, 

Buckler and battle-axe. 
Lads of liochaber. Brae- Mar, and Bredalbine. 

CHORUS. 

Rise, rise, &c. 

When hath the tartan plaid mantled a coward? 

When did the bonnet blue crest the disloyal ? 
Up, then, and crowd to the standard of Stuart ! 
Follpw your hero, the rightful, the royal. 
Come, chief of Clanronald, 
And gallant M'Donald ; 
Come Lovet, Lochiel, with the Grant and the Gordon ; 



Roote ereiy kilted clan. 
Souse every loyal man ; 
Muskel OQ aboolder, and thigh the broad sword on ! 

CBOEUS. 

R]se!ri8el lowland and highland men } 

Bald sire to beardless S(m, each come, and early ; 

Kise ! rise ! mainland and island men, 

Bdt on your broad swords, and fight for Prince 
Charlie r 



8C()TIA*S 0LEN8. 
Am— •« Lord BalleiuUm'i deKghi^ 

'IfAMO Scotia's glens and mountains blncb 
Where Galla's liliea never grew. 
Where Roman eagles never flew. 

Nor Danish lions rallied. 
Where skulks the roe in anxious fear, 
Where roves the swift an' stately deer. 
There live the lads to freedom dear. 

By foreign yoke ne'er galled ! 

There woods grow wild on every hill, 
There freemen wander at their will. 
And Scotland will be Scotland still, 

While hearts so brave defend her ! 
Fear not, our sovereign Liege, they cry. 
We've flourished fair beneath thine eye ; 
For thee we'll fight, for thee we'll die. 

Nor aught but life surrender ! 
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Since thoa hast watchM oat every need. 
And taught our nayies wide to spread. 
The smallest hair from thy grey head 

No foreign foe shall sever ; 
Thy honoured age in peace to sare. 
The sternest enemy well brave, 
Or stem the fiercest ocean ware, 

Nor heart nor hand shall waver! 

Though nations join yon tyrant's arm. 
While Scotia's noble blood runs warm. 
Our good old man well guard from harm. 

Or fall in heaps around him ! 
Although the Irish Harp were won^ 
And England's Roses all o'errun, 
'Mang Scotia's glens, with sword and gtini 

We'll form a bulwark round him ! 



LOCK THE DOOR, LARISTON. 

'* Lock the door, Lariston, Hon of Liddisdale ; ' 
Lock the door, Lariston, Lowther comes on ; 
* The Armstrongs are flying, 

The Widows are crying, 
The Castletown's burning, and Oliver's gone ! 

" Lock ihe door, Lariston, — high on the weather-gleai 
See how the Saxon plumes bob on the Sky- 
Yeomen and carbuiier, 
Bilman and halberdier, 
Fierce is the foray, and far is the cry ! 
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** Bewcasde brandisheB high hit broad tdmiur ; 
Ridley is riding liiB fleet-fooled grey ; 

Hidley and Howard there, 

Wandale and Windermere ; 
Lock the door, Ltrjiton ; hold them at bay. 

•* Why dost thou smile, noble Elliot of Lariston ? 
Why does the joy-candle fdeam in thine eye ? 

Thou bold Border ranger, ' 

Beware of thy danger ; 
Thy foes are relentless, determined, and nigh,** 

Jock Elliot raised up his steel bonnet and lookit, 
His hand grssp'd the sword with a nerrous embrace ; 

** Ah, welcome, braTo foemen. 

On earth there are no men 
More gaDant to meet in the foray or chase ! 

*' Little know you of the hearts I have hidden here ; 
Little know you of our moss-troopers' mights 

Linhope and Sorbie true, 

Sundhope and Milbum too ; 
Gentle in manner, but lions in fight ! 

*' I have Mangerton, OgUvie, Raebum and Netherbie, 
Old Sim of Whitram, and all his array ; 

Come all Northumberland, 

Teesdale and Cumberland, 
Here at the Breaken tower end shall the fray !" 



Scowled the broad sun o'er the links of green Liddisdale, 
Red as the beacon-light tipped he the wold ! 
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Many a bold martial eje, 
Mirror'd that momiog sky. 
Never more oped on his orbit of gold ! 

Shrill was the bugle's note ! dreadful the warrior^s shout 
Lances and halberds in splinters were borne ; 

Helmet and hauberk then 

Braved the claymore in vain. 
Buckler and armlet in shivers were shorn. 

See how they wane — the proud files of the Windermere ! 

Howard ! ah, woe to thy hopes of the day ! 
Hear the wide welkin rend. 
While the Scots* shouts ascend—- 

"^ EUiot of Lariston, Elliot ibr aye !" 



THE BOWER OF TAY. 

Aia— " Maid of Itla.*' 

Wear away, ye hues of spring. 

Ye blooms of summer fade away. 
Round the welcome season bring 

That leads my steps to Highland Tay. 
Dear to me the day — ^the hour, 

When last her winding wave I saw, 
But dearer still the bonnie bower 

That lies aneath yon greenwood shaw. 

Aye we sat, and aye we dghed, 
For there was one my arms witliin ; 
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Aye the letdess stream we eyed. 
And heard its soft and soothing din : 

The son had sought Glen-Lyon's glade. 
Forth peered the erening^s modest gem | 

And erery Uttle cloud that strayed 
Looked gaudy in its gowden hem. 

The pbyful hreeie across the plain 

Bmught ftr the wood-lark's wooer tale^ 
And gamholled o'er the mellow grain 

In mimie wa^es adown the dale. 
I saw the drops of dew so clear 

Upon the green leaf trembling ha^ 
And, sweeter far, the crystal tear 

That trembled in a loTcly eye. 

When loTers meet, 'tis to the mind 

The spring-flush of the blooming year ; 
But oh, thdr parting leaves behind 

A glow to memory ever dear. 
Ettrick's hirj banks are green. 

And Yarrow braes are mooned with grey ; 
But gloaming fell was never seen 

Like that I viewed in bower of Tay. 



THE BITTERN'S QUAVERING TRUMP ON HlOa 

The bittern's quavering trump on high, — 
The beetle's drowsy distant hum,^ 

Have sung the day's wild lullaby. 
And yet my Peggie is not come. 
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The golden primrose from the wood. 
The scented hawthorn s snowy flow^. 

Mixed with the laurel buds, Tve strew^ 
Deep in my Peggie s woodland hower. 

O come, my loye ! the braiicl)es Imk 
Above our bed of blossoms new ; 

The stars behind their curtains wink 
To spare thine eyes so soft and blue. 

No human eye nor heavenly gem. 

With envious smile our bliss shall see. 

The mountain ash his diadem 

Shall spread to shield (he dews from thee. 

■ t 

O let me hear thy fairy tread 

Come gliding through the broomwood still ; 
Then on my bosom lean thy head, 

Till dawning crown the distant bill* 

And I will watch thy witching smile, 
List what has caused thy long delay. 

And kiss thy melting lips the while. 
Till die the sweet reproof away. 



THE LASSIE OF YARROW. 

'* What makes my heart beat high. 
What makes roe heave the sigh, 
W*hen yon green den I spy, 
Lonely and narrow ^ 
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Sore on yoar braken lea 
Under the hawthorn tree. 
Thou hast bewitched mOt 
Lassie of Yarrow!** 

** YoD braken den so lone 

Rueful r ponder on ; 

Lad, though my tow je won, 

'Twas to deceive thee. 
Sore, sore I rue the day 
When in your arms I lay. 
And swore by the hawthorn grey. 

Never to leave thee." 

•• Mary, thy will is free ; 
All my fond vows to thee 
Were but in jest and glee ; 

Could St thou believe me ? 
I have another love 
Kind as the woodland dove ? 
False to that maid to prove, 

O, it would grieve me T 

Mary's full eye so blue. 

Mild as the evening dew, 

Quick from his glance withdrew, 

Soft was her sighing ; 

Keen he the jest renewed. 

Hard for his freedom sued ; 

When her sweet face he viewed, 

Mary was crying, 
o 2 
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" Cheer thee," (he lover 

*' Now thy sharp scorn repaid , 

Never shall other maid 

Call me her marrow. 
Far sweeter than san or sea. 
Or aught in this world I see. 
Is thy love-smile to me. 

Lassie of Yarrow !" 



THE SOLDIER'S WIDOW.* 
Aia— " 7%« Birks oflnverma^.^ 

The flag waved o'er the castle wa^, 

The hind came lilting o'er the lea. 
Loud joy rang through the lighted ha'. 

An' ilka ane was blithe but me ; 

For, ah ! my heart had tint its gtee. 
Although the wars had worn away — 

The breast, that used my stay to be. 
Was lying cauld in foreign clay. 

I lookit east, I lookit west, 

I saw the darksome coming even ;— 

The wild bird had its cozie nest, 
The kid was to the hamlet driven: 
But house nor hame aneath the heaven. 

Except the skeuch of greenwood tree. 



* Sung at the Institution of the Caledouian Asylum. 
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To seek a shelter io was given 
To my Ihree little btirna an* me. 

I had a prayer I cou'dna say, 

I had a tow I cou'dna breathe,-— 
For aye they led my words astray. 

An' aye they were connected batth 

Wi' ane wha now was cauld in death ! 
I lookit ronnd wi' watery ee ■ 

Hope wasna there, but I was laith 
To see my little babies dee. 

Just as the breeie the aspen stirred, 

And bore aslant the falling dew, 
I thought I heard a bonnie bird 

Singing amid the air so blue : 

It was a lay that did renew 
The hope deep sunk in misery ; 

It was of ane my woes that knew, 
And some kind hearts that cared for ine^ 

O, sweet as breaks the rising day, 
Or sunbeam through the wavy rain. 

Fell on my soul the cheering lay — ^ 
Was it an angel poured the strain 
Wha kens a yearning mother's pain. 

Bent o'er the child upon her knee f 
O mine will bless, and bless again 

The generous hearts that cared for roe< 

A cot was reared by mercy's hand 
Amid the Grampian wilderness — 
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It rcMse as if by magic wand, 
A shelter to forlorn distreis ! 
An' weel I ken that Heavtn will bless 

The hearts that issued the decree^— 
The widow and the fatherless 

Can never pray an' slighted be* 



JOHN OF BBACRADALB 

Am — " Nuair a thig an SamkruJ* 

Came ye o'er by Moravich F 

Saw ye John of Brackadale ? 
At his nose a siller quaich, 

At his knee a water pail ! 
Copper nose and haffets grey, 

Bald head and bosom hale, 
John has drunken usquebae, 

Mair than a' Loch Brackadale ! 
Hey John ! ho John ! 
Hey John of Brackadale ! 

Hey John ! ho John ! 

Waes me gin ye should fail, 
Auld John, bauld John, 

Brave John of Brackadale ! 

But John will wear away. 
And the weary usquebae 
Will grow cheaper by a third 
When they delve him in the yird ! 



aoiiot. 99 



Oh, ^e gay hearts at Portrae 
Will lament sair for thee ! 
And I mysel laiae 8ic a wail 
A' the rocks of Sky shatt peal ! 
Hey John ! ho John ! Stc* 



WHY SHOULD I SIT AN' SIGR 
•*• Cnoehd a Bheamiiekd.** 



Why should I sit an* sigh 

When the greenwood blooms sae bonnie ? 

Laverocks sing, flowerets springt 

A* bat me are cheery. 
Ochon, O ri ! there's something wanting. 

Ochon, O ri I I'm weary ! 
Nae young, blithe, an' bonnie lad. 

Comes o'er the knowe to cheer me. 

Ochon, O ri ! there's something wanting, &c. 

When the day wears away, 
Sair I look adown the valley, 

* In a subseqaent edition the coodadinf verse runs tha» :— 



Sic a carie, to wear away, 
Ab* lye down qniet in the yird. 
Just when the glorioai usquebae 
Is growing cheaper by a third ; — 
It winna do— 1*11 no bdieTe it, 
For ne'er was carle sae Uythe an* hale ; 
Tlioi hey for routh o* barley bree. 
An' brave John o* Bnu kadala. 
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Ilka sound wi' a stoood 

Sets my heart a^thriUing : 
When I see the plover nstng. 

Or the curlew wbeding. 
Then I trow some bonnie lad 

Is coming to my shelling. 

Ochon ! O ri ! there's something wanting, &e. 

Come away, come away. 

Herd or hind, or boatman laddie ; 

I bae cow, kid and ewe, 

Gowd and gear to gain thee ! 
My wee cot is blessed and happy ; 

O 'tb neat and cleanly ! 
Sweet the brier that blooms beside it. 

Kind the heart that's lauely : 

Ochon ! O ri ! there's somethbg wanting, &e. 



THE LAST CRADLE SONG. 

AiB — ** My Love*» shoulders are broad and 8quar§^ 

A Border Melody. 

Rawloo, my bonnie baby, bawlillilu, 

Light be thy care and cumber ; 
Bawloo, my bonnie baby» bawlillilu, 

sweet be thy sinless slumber. 
Ere thou wert born my youthful heart 

Yearned o'er my babe with sorrow ; 
Long is the night-noon that we must part, 

But bright shall arise the morrow. 
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Bawloo, my bonnie baby, bftwlillilu. 

Here no more will I see thee ; 
Bawloo, my bonnie beby, bawlillflu, 

O sair is my heart to lea* thee. 
But fiur within yon sky so blue. 

In love that fiul shall never. 
In valleys beyond the land of the dew, 

in sang to my baby for ever. 



WHAT OARS THE PARTING DAT-BEAM BLUSH. 
AiA— •« Oae fetch to meapintofwme." 

Wqat gars the parting day-beam blush. 

An' linger owre yon summit lowering ? 
It sees me in the greenwood bush, 

Ahint the brier an' willow cowering. 
The gloammg starn keeks owre the yoke. 

An* strews wi' gowd the stream sae glassy ; 
The raven sleeps aboon the rock. 

An* I wait for my bonnie lassie. 

Weel may I tent the siller dew. 

That comes at e'en sae saftly stealing ; 
The alken hue, the bonnie blue 

Of nature's rich an' radiant ceiling ; 
The lily lea, the vernal tree ; 

The night breeze owre the broom-wood creeping ; 
The £iding day, the milky way, 

Tlie star-beam on the water sleeping : 
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For gin my Jeanie war but here, 

My flower sae lovely an* sae loving, 
111 see nought but her een sae deaf, 

ril hear nought but her accents moving. 
Although the bat wi' velvet whig 

Wheels round our bed sae damp an' grassy 
O, 111 be happier than a king. 

Locked in thy arms, my bonfiie lassie ! 

Nae art hast thou, nae pawkie wile. 

The rapid flow of love impelling ; 
But O, the love that lights thy smile 

Wad lure an angel frae his dwelling ! 
Can I — can ane o' human race 

E'er wound thy peace, or evil treat thee ? 
For sure thy bonnie harmless face 

Wad melt the lion's heart to pity. 

Alas ! that love's relucent lowe 

A bleered regret should ever sloken I 
That heavenly gleed, that living glow, 

Of endless happiness the token. 
Ill fling my waes upon the wind ; 

Ye warldly cares, 111 lightly pass ye ; 
Nae thought shall Waver through my mind 

But raptures wi' my bonnie lassie. 

This primrose baiik shall be our bed. 

Our canopy the waving willow, 
This briery brake shall guard our heap. 

Its wild rose nodding owre our pillow : 
Her lips, her bosom, pressed to mine ! 
Ah, paradise, it must sur^a'*^N^\ 
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rn ask nae purer joys divine^ 
Tlian sic a bower, an' sic a lassie. 



POOR LITTLE JESSIE. 

WHAT gart me greet when I parted wi Willie^ 

While at hb goid fortune ilk ane was sae fain ? 
The neighbours upbraidit an' said it was silly. 

When I was sae soon to see Willie again. 
He gae me his hand as we gaed to the river, 

For O, he was aye a kind brother to me ; 
Right sair was my heart frae my Willie to sever. 

An' saut was the dew-drop that smartit my ee. 

It wasna the kiss that he gae me at parting. 

Nor yet the kind squeeze that he gae to my hand. 
It wasna the tear frae his blue eye was starting. 

As slow they war shoving the boat frae the land : 
The tear that I saw owre his bonnie cheek straying. 

It pleased me uideed, but it doubled my pain ; 
For something within me was constantly saying, 

" Ah, Jessie, yell never see Willie again !" 

The bairn's unco wae to be taen frae its mother. 

The wee bird is wae when bereaved o* its young. 
But O, to be reft of a dear only brother — 

That feeling can neither be paintit nor sung. 
I dreamed a' the night that my Willie was wi' me, 

Sae kind to his Jessie, at meeting sae fain. 
An' just at the dawning a friend came to see me. 

An' taul me I never wad see him again. 
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I hae naebody now to look kind an' caress me ; 

I look for a friend, but nae friend can I see ; 
I dinna ken what's to become o' poor Jessie, 

The warld has little mair pleasure for me. 
It's lang sin' I lost baith my father and mother, 

I'm simple an' poor an' forlorn on the way ; 
I had ane that I likit, an only dear brother. 

My Willie — but he's lying cauld i* the clay.* 



AH, PEGGIE, SINCE THOU'RT GANE AWAY. 

t 

AiK — " Rot/al Highlanders* March,* 
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Ah, Peggie, since thou'rt gane away. 

An' left me here to languish, 
I canna fend anither day 

In sic regretfu' anguish. 
My mind's the aspen i' the vale 

In ceaseless waving motion ; 
'Tis like a ship without a sail 

On life's unstable ocean. 

I downa bide to see the moon 

Blink owre the glen sae clearly !— 



* In the first draft the concluding stanza is as followi :-^ 

I hae naebody now to look kind an* caress me ; 

I look for a iriend, but nae friend can I see ; 
I dinna ken what's to become o' poor Jessie, 

Life has nae mair comfort or pleasure for me ! 
Hard want may oppress me, and sorrow haran me^ 

But dearest affection shall ever remain. 
An' wandering weary this wilderness dreary, 

I 'U lang for the day that will meet us again. 



SONGS. 45 

Aince on a bonnie face she shone, 

A hce that I looed dearly ! 
An' when beside yon water dear. 

At e*en I'm lauely roaming, 
I sigh an' tliink if ane was here. 

How sweet wad (a* the gloaming I 

When I think on thy cheerfu' smile. 

Thy words sae free an' kindly. 
Thy pawkie ee's bewitching wile. 

The unbidden tear will blind me. 
The rose's deepest blushing hue 

Thy cheek could eithly borrow. 
But ae kiss o' thy cherry mou' 

Was worth a year o' sorrow. 

Oh ! in the slippery paths of love. 

Let prudence aye direct thee ; 
Let virtue every step approve, 

An' virtue will respect thee. 
To ilka pleasure, Uka pang, 

Alak ! 1 am nae stranger ; 
An' he wha aince has wandered wrang 

Is best aware o' danger. 

May still thy heart be kind an* true, 

A' ither maids excelling ; 
May heaven distil its purest dew 

Around thy rural dwelling. 
May flowerets spring, an* wild birds sing 

Around thee late an' early ; 
An' oft to thy remembrance bring 

The lad that looed thee dearly. 
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THE FLOWER. 

O SOFTLY blow, thou biting blast. 

O'er Yarrow s lonely dale ; 
And spare yon bonny tender bud, 

Exposed to every gale. 

Long has she hung her drooping head. 

Despairing to survive. 
But transient sunbeams through the cload 

Siill kept my flower alive. 

One sweetly scented summer eve 

To yonder bower I strayed. 
While little birds from every bough 

Their music wild conveyed. 

The sunbeam leaned across the shower ; 

The rainbow girt the sky ; 
'Twas then I saw this lovely flower, 

And wonder filled mine eye. 

Her cheek was then the ruddy dawn 

Stolen from the rising sun ; 
The whitest feather from the swan 

On her fair breast was dun. 

Her mould of modest dignity 
Was form'd the heart to win ; 

The dew-drop glistening in her eye 
Showed all was pure within. 
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But frost on cold misfortune borne. 
Hath crush 'd her in the clay. 

And ruthless fate hath rudely torn 
Each kindred branch away. 

That wounded stem will never close. 
But bleeding still remain : 

Relentless winds, how can ye blow. 
And nip my flower again ? 



THE MOON WAS A-WANIMG. 

Thb moon was a- waning. 

The tempest was over. 
Fair was the maiden. 

And fond was the lover ; 
But the snow was so deep 

That his heart it grew weary. 
And he sunk down to sleep 

In the moorland so dreary. 

Soft was ihe bed 

She had made for her lover ; 
White were the sheets, 

And embroidered the cover. 
But his sheets are more white. 

And his canopy grander. 
And sounder he sleeps 

Where the hill-foxes wander ! 

Alas, pretty maiden ! i 

What sorrows attend you \ 

p 2 



48 80N08. 

I see you sit shirering. 

With lights at your window : 

But long may you wait 

Ere your arms shall enclose him. 

For still, still he lies. 

With a wreath on his bosom ! 

How painful the task 

The sad tidings to tell you !— 
An orphan you were 

Ere this misery befell you. 
And far in yon wild, 

Where the dead tapers hover, 
So cold, cold and wan. 

Lies the corse of your lover ! 



LORD EGLINXOUN'S AULD MAN. 

The auld guidman came hame at night 

Sair wearied wi' the way ; 
His looks were like an evening bright. 

His hair was siller grey. 
He spak o' days lang past an* gane. 
When life beat high in every vein ; 
When he was foremost on the plain 

On every blithesome day. 

*' Then blithely blushed the morning dawn^ 

An' gay the gloaming fell ; 
For sweet content led aye the van. 

An' soothed the passions well : 
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Till wounded by a gilded dart. 
When Jeanle s een subdued my heart, 
I cherished aye the pleasing smart — 
Biair sweet than 1 can tell. 

*' We had our griefs, we had our joys, 

In life's uneasy way; 
We nourished virtuous girls an' boys. 

That now are fiir away ; 
An* she, my best, my dearest part. 
The sharer o' ilk joy an' smart. 
Each wish an' weakness o' my heart. 

Lies mouldering in the day. 

*' The life o' man's a winter day. 

Look back, 'tis gone as soon ; 
But yet his pleasures halve the way. 

An' fly before 'tis noon : 
But conscious virtue still maintains 
The honest heart through toils an' pains } 
An' hope o* better days remains, 

An' hands the heart aboon." 



BONNIE MART. 

Where Yarrow rows amang the rocks, 
An' wheels an' boils in mony a linn, 

A brisk young shepherd fed his flocks, 
Unused to wranglement or din. 

But love its silken net had thrown 
Around his breast, so brisk an^ airy ; 
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An' bb blue eyes wi' moistiire sbooe. 
As thus he sung of bonnie Marj.^- 

Mary, thoi/it sae mild sod sweet. 
My very being clings about thee ; 

This heart would rather cease to beat. 
Than beat a lonely thiog without thee. 

1 see thee in the evening beam-^ 

A radiant, glorious apparition ; 
I see thee in the midnight dream, 
By the dim light of heavenly viaon ! 

*' When over Benger's haughty head 

The morning breaks in streaks sae bonnier 
1 climb the mountain's velvet side, 

For quiet rest 1 getna ony. 
How dear the lair on yon hill cheek. 

Where many a weary hour I tarry ; 
Fur there I see the twisting reek 

Rise frae the cot where dwells my Mary. 

" When Phcebus keeks outower the muir, 

His gowden locks a' streaming gaily ; 
When morn has breathed her fragrance pure, 

An' life an' joy ring through the valley ; 
I drive my flocks to yonder brook. 

The feeble in my arms I carry. 
Then every lammie's harmless look 

Brings to my mind my bonnie Mary. 

** Oft hns the lark sunj» ower my head, 
An* shook the dew-drons frae his wing; 
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Oft hae my flocks forgot to feed. 
An' round their shepherd form'd a ring ! 

Their looks condole the lee-lang day. 
While mine are fix'd and never vary. 

Aye turfiing down the westlin brae, 
Where dwells my loved, my bonnie Mary. 

When gloaming, creeping west the lift. 

Wraps in deep shadow dell and dingle. 
An* lads an' lasses mak a shift 

To raise some fun around the ingle, 
R^ardless o' the wind or rain, 

With cautious step and prospect wary, 
1 often trace the lonely glen 

To steal a sight o' bonnie Mary. 

'* When midnight draws her curtain deep, 

An' lays the breeze amang the bushes. 
An' Yarrow in her sounding sweep. 

By rock and ruin raves and rushes ; 
Though sunk in deep and quiet sleep. 

My fancy wings her flight so airy, 
To where sweet guardian spirits keep 

Their watch around the couch of Mary. 

The exile may forget his home. 

Where blooming youth to manhood grew ; 
The bee forget the honey-comb. 

Nor with the spring his toil renew : 
The sun may lose his light and heat, 

The planets in their rounds miscarry. 
But my fond heart shall cease to beat 

When I forget my bonnie Mary,** 
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BAULDT FRAZEB. 

Air—" WhiffS o* Fife" 

Mr name is Bauldy Frazer, man ; 
Pm puir, an* auld, an' pale, an' wan, 
1 brak my shin, an' tint a han\ 

Upon Culloden lea, man ; 
Our Highlan' clans were bauld and stouty 
An' thought to turn their faes about. 
But gat that day a desperate rout. 

An' owre the hills did flee, man. 

Sic hurly-burly ne'er was seen, 
Wi' cuffs, an' buffs, an' blindlt een, 
While Highlan' swords, o' metal keen, 

War gleamin* grand to see« man. 
The canons rowtit in our face, 
An' brak our banes an' raive our claes ; 
'Twas then we saw our ticklish case 

Atween the deil an' sea, man. 

Sure Charlie an' the brave Lochiel 
Had been that time beside theirsell' 
To plant us in the open fell 

In the artillery's e'e, man : 
For had we met wi' Cumberland 
By Athol braes or yonder strand, 
The bluid o' a' the savage band 

Had dy'd the German sea, man. 
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Bat down we drappit dadd for dadd ; 
I thought it should hae put me mad. 
To see sae mony a HighUn' lad 

Lie bluthrii.* on the brae, man. 
I thought we ance had won the fray | 
We smasht ae wing till it gae way ; 
But the other side had lost the day, 

An* skelpit fast awa, man. 

When Charlie wi' Macpherson met ; 
Like Hay he thought him back to get ; 
" Well turn,* quo* he, *' an' try them yet; 

Well conquer or we'll dee. man." 
But Donald shumpit o'er the pum. 
An' sware an aith she wadna turn, 
Or sure she wad hae cause to mourn ; 

Then fast awa did flee, man. 

O ! had you seen that hunt o' death ! 
We ran until we tint our breath. 
Ay looking back for fear o* skaith, 

Wi' hopeless, shinin' ee, man. 
But Britain ever may deplore 
That day upon Drumossie moor, 
Whar thousands ta'en war drench 'd in gore* 

Or hang'd ou tower a tree, man. 

O Cumberland, what mean'd ye then. 
To ravage ilka Highlan' glen ? 
Our crime was truth, an* love to ane, 
We had nae spite at thee man : 



An* you or yoor^s may yet be ^ad. 
To trust the honest Highknd lad ; 
The bonnet blue, and belted plaid. 
Will stand the last o' three, man. 



THE BROOM 8AE GREEN. 

Laiio I sat by the broom sae green. 

An' O, my heart was eerie. 
For aye this strain was breathed within 

Your laddie will no come near ye ! 
Lie still thou wee bit fluttering thing. 
What means this weary wavering ? 
Nae heart returns thy raptured spring. 

Your laddie will no come near ye I 

Hu leifu' sang the robin sung 

On the bough that hung sae near met 

Wi' tender grief my heart was wrung. 
For O, the strain was dreary I 

The robin's sang it coudnae be 

That gart the tear-drap blind my ee ; 

How ken'd the wee bird on the tree 
That my laddie wad no come near me? 

The new-wean'd lamb on yonder lea 
It bleats out through the braken, 

The berried bird upon the tree 
Mourns o'er its nest forsaken ;— 

If they are wae, how weel may I ? 

Nae grief like mme aneath the sky> 
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The lad I lo'e he cares nae by 

Thoagh my fond heart is breaking ! 



FLORA MACDONALD'8 FAREWELL. 

Fae oyer yon iiills of the heather sae green, 

An' down by the correi that sings to the sea. 
The bonny young Flora sat sighing her lane. 

The dew on her plaid, and the tear in her ee. 
She look'd at a boat wi' the breezes that swung 

Away on the wave, like a bird of the main, 
An' aye as it lessened, she sigh'd and she sung, 

Fareweel to the lad I shall ne'er see again ! 
Fareweel to my hero, the gallant, an' young, 

Fareweel to the lad I shall ne'er see again ! 

The muircock that craws on the brows of 6en-Conna1, 

He kens of his bed in a sweet mossy hame ; 
The eagle that soars o'er the cliffs of Clan-Ronald, 

Unawed and unhunted, his eyry can claim ; 
The solan can sleep on the shelve of the shore. 

The cormorant roost on his rock of the sea, 
But, ah ! there is one whose hard fate I deplore. 

Nor house, ha', nor hame, in his country has he — ^ 
The conflict is past, and our name is no more — 

There's nought left but sorrow for Scotland and me ! 

The target is torn from the arm of the just. 
The helmet is cleft on the brow of the brave, 

The claymore for ever in darkness must rust. 
But red is the sword of the stranger and slave ; 

V. Q 
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The hoof of the horse, and the foot of the prond. 
Have trod o'er the plumes on the bonnet of blue ! 

Why slept the red bolt in the breast of the cloud 
When tyranny revell'd in blood of the true ? 

Fareweel, my young hero/ the gallant and good I 
The crown of thy &thers is torn from thy brow ! 



BOKNT PRINCE CHARLIS. 

Cam ye by Athol, lad wi* the philabeg, 
Down by the Tummel, or banks o' the Garry, 
Saw ye our lads, wi' their bonnets and white cockades 
Leaving their mountains to follow Prince Qiarlie ? 
Follow thee ! follow thee ! wha wadna follow thee . 
Lang hast thou loved and trusted us fiurly I 
Charlie, Charlie, wha wadna follow thee, 
King o' the Highland hearts, bonay Prince Charlie ? 

I hae but ae son, my gallant young Donald ; 
But if I had ten, they should follow Glengary ! 
Health to M^Donnel, and gallant Clan-Ronald, 
For these are the men that will die for their Charlie ! 
Follow thee ! follow thee ! &c. 

Ill to Lochiel and Appin, and kneel to them, 
Down by Lord Murray, and Roy of Kildarlie ; 
Brave M*Intosh he shall fly to the field with them; 
These are the lads I can trust wi' my Charlie 1 
Follow thee ! follow thee ! &c. 
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Down through the Lowlands, down wi' the Whigamore ! 
Lo3ral true Highknders, down wi* them rarely ! 
Ronald an' Donald, drive on, wi' the broad claymore. 
Over the necks of the foes o' Prince Charlie ! 

Follow thee ! follow thee ! wha wadna follow thee ? 

Lang hast thou loved and trusted us fairly ! 

Charlie, Charlie, wha wadna follow thee. 

King o' the Highland hearts, boiiuy Prince Charlie ? 



THE SKYLARK. 

Bird of the wilderness. 
Blithesome and cumberless. 

Sweet be thy matin o'er moorland and lea! 
Emblem of happiness, 
Blest is thy dwelling-place—- 

to abide in the desert with thee * 
Wild is thy lay and loud. 
Far in the downy cloud. 

Love gives it energy, love gave it birth. 
Where, on thy dewy wing, 
Where art thou journeying ? 

Thy lay is in heaven, thy love is on earth. 

O'er fell and fountain sheen. 
O'er moor and mountain green. 

O'er the red streamer that heralds the day. 
Over the cloudlet dim. 
Over the rainbow's rim. 

Musical cherub, soar, singing, away ! 
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Then, wlien the gloMnfaig coiMt. 

Low hi the heather Uoome 
Sweet win thj wdcome and bed of lore be ! 

Emblem of htppineM, 

Blest M thy dwdlmg-plaoe^ 
O to abide m the desert whh thee ! 



GANG TO THE BBAKENS WF MB 

I'll sing of yon glen of red heather. 

An' a dear thing that ca's it her ikamOy 
Wha's a' made o' love-life thegither, 

Frae the tie o' the shoe to the kaime^ 
Love beckons in every sweet motion. 

Commanding due homage to gie ; 
But the shrine o' my dearest devotion 

Is the bend o' her bonny eebree. 

I fleech'd an' I pray'd the dear lassie 

To gang to the brakens wi' me ; 
But, though neither lordly nor saucy. 

Her answer was — '< Laith wad I be! 
I neither hae father nor mitber, 

Sage counsel or caution to gie ; 
An' prudence has whisper'd me never 

To gang to the brakens wi' thee." 

Dear lassie, how can ye upbraid me. 
An' try your ain love to beguile ? 

For ye are the richest young lady 
That ever gaed o'er the kirk-stile. 
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Four smile^ that is blither than ony, 
The bend o' your cheerfu' eebree, 

An' the sweet blinks o' love there sae bonny. 
Are five bunder thousand to me ! 

She turn'd her around, an' said, smiling. 

While the tear in her blue eye shone dear, 
^* You're welcome, kind sir, to your mailing. 

For, O, you hae valued it dear : 
Gae make out the lease, do not linger. 

Let the parson indorse the decreei 
An' then, for a wave o' your finger, 

I'll gang to the brakens wi' thee !" 

There's joy in the bright blooming feature. 

When love lurks in every young line ; 
There's joy in the beauties of nature, 

There's joy in the dance and the wine : 
Bat there's a delight will ne'er perish, 

'Mang pleasures all fleeting an' vain. 
And that is to love and to cherish 

The fond little heart that's our am 1 



THE MINSTREL BOY. 



The Minstrel Boy to the glen is gone» 
In its deepest dells you'll find him. 

Where echoes sing to his music's tone» 
And iairies listen behind him. 

He sings of nature all in her prime, 
Of sweets that around him hover. 
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Of nKnmUni heith and mooiland diy 
And trifles dial teQ the loTer. 



How wildlj sweet is the minstrels kj. 

Through cli£& and wfld woods ringii^ 
For, ah ! there is k>Te to beacon his way. 

And hope in the song he's sii^;ii^ ! 
The bard may indite, and the minstrd sing. 

And maidens may chorus it rardy ; 
But unless there be loTe in the heart within. 

The ditty will charm but 8|Mrely. 



FAREWELL TO GLEN-SHALLOCH. 

Fahewell to Glen.Shalloch. 

A farewell for ever ! 
Farewell to my wee cot 

That stands by the river ! 
The fall is loud sounding 

In voices that vary, 
And the echoes surrounding 

Lament with my Mary. 

I saw her last night, 

'Mid the rocks that enclose them. 
With a child at her knee, 

And a child at her bosom : 
I heard her sweet voice 

'Mid the depth of my slumber. 
And the sang that she sung 

Was of sorrow and cumber. 
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** Sleep sound, my sweet babe, 

There is nought to alarm thee ; 
The sons of the valley 

No power have to harm thee ! 
m sing thee to rest 

In the balloch untrodden. 
With a coronach sad 

For the slain of Colloden ! 

" The brave were betrayM, 

And the tyrant is daring •* 
To trample and waste us, 

Unpitying, unsparing I 
Thy mother no voice has. 

No feeling that changes. 
No word, sign, or song. 

But the lesson of vengeance ! 

'* I'll tell thee, my son, 

How our laurels are withering ; 
I'll bind on thy sword 

When the clansmen are gathering ; 
111 bid thee go forth 

In the cause of true honour, 
And never return 

Till thy country hath won her ! 

" Our tower of devotion 

Is the house of the reaver ; 
The pride of the ocean 

Is fallen for ever ! 
The pride of the forest, 

That time could not weaken. 
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Is trod in the dust. 

And its honours are shaken I 

•• Rise, spirits of yore, 

Ever dauntless in danger ! 
For the land that was yours 

Is the land of the stranger. 
O come from your caverns. 

All bloodless and hoary. 
And these fiends of the valley 

Shall tremble before ye !' 
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CALEDONIA. 

Caledonia 1 thou land of the mountain and rock* 

Of the ocean, the mist, and the wind — 
Thou land of the torrent, the pine, and the oak. 

Of the roebuck, the hart, and the hind : 
Though bare are thy cliffs, and though barren thy gl 

Though bleak thy dun islands appear, 
Yet kind are the hearts, and undaunted the clans. 

That roam on these mountains so drear 1 

A foe from abroad, or a tyrant at home. 

Could never thy ardour restrain ; 
The marshalfd array of imperial Rome 

Essay'd thy proud spirit in vain ! 
Firm seat of religion, of valour, of truth, 

Of genius unshackled and free. 
The muses have left all the vales of the south, 

My lo.ved Caledonia, for thee ! 
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Sweel land of the bay and the wUd-winding deeps. 

Where lovelbiess slumbers at even, 
While far in the depth of the blue water sleeps 

A calm little motionless heaven ! 
Thou land of the valley, the moor, and the hill, 

Of the storm and the proud rolling wave^ 
Yes, thou art the land of fair liberty stiU, 

And the land of my forefathers' grave I 



THE LAIBD O' LAMINOTON. 

Can I bear to part wi' thee, 
Never mair your &ce to see ? 
Can I bear to part wi' thee, 

Drunken Laird o' Lamington ? 
Canty war ye o'er your kale, 
Toddy jugs, an' <faups o' ale. 
Heart aye kind, an^ led, an' hale. 

Honest Laird o' Lamington. 

He that swears is but so so, 
He that lies to hell must go. 
He that falls ui bagnio. 

Falls in the devil's frjring-pan. 
Wha wa'st ne'er pat aith to word ? 
Never lied for duke nor lord ? 
Never sat at sinfu' board ? 

The Honest Laird o' Lamington. 

He that cheats can ne'er be just ; 
He tliat prays is ne'er to trust ; 
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He that drinks to drauck his du8t» 

Wha can say that wrang is done ? 

Wha was't ne'er to fraud inclin'd, 

Never pray'd sin' he can min'd ? 

Ane wha's drouth there's few can find* 
The Honest Laird o* Lamington. 

I like a man to tak' his glass, 
Toast a friend or bonny lass ; 
He that winna is an ass — 

Deil send him ane to gallop on ! 
I like a man that^s frank an' kind, 
Meets me when I have a mind. 
Sings his sang, an' drinks me blind^ 

Like the Laird o' Lamington. 



THE SOUTERS O* SELKIRK. 

Up wi' the Souters o' Selkirk, 

The sons of an auld pedigree ! 
An' up wi' the lads o' the Forest, 

Renown 'd for their leal loyalte ! 
I may be mista'en, but I carena. 

My error I never shall rue ; 
Of all manly virtues I value 

The heart that is loyal and true. 
Suig umptidy-tumptidy tearhim, &c. 

Let them brag o' their factious republics, 
Of brawling an' plebeian birth ; 

The land that has got a good sovereign* 
Has got the best bVessvu^ ov\ earth. 



80NQ8. d5 

Then up wi' our auld.fashion'd structure, 

An' Willie the tap o' the tree I 
An' up wi' the Souters o' Selkirk ! 
The sons o' auld heroes for me I 
Sing umptidy-tumptidy tearhim, 

Sing umptidy-tumptidy tee ; 
Then up wi' the Souters o' Selkirk ! 
The sons o' auld heroes for me I 



0, JEANIE, THERE'S NAETHING TO FEAR YE I 
Aift— " Over the Border." 

0, MT lassie, our joy to complete again. 

Meet me again i' the gloaming, my dearie ; 
Low down in the dell let us meet again — 
O, Jeanie, there's naething to fear ye ! 
Come, when the wee bat flits silent and eiry. 
Come, when the pale face o' Nature looks weary ; 
Love be thy sure defence. 
Beauty and innocence — 
0, Jeanie, there's naething to fear ye 1 

Sweetly blows the haw an' the rowan-tree. 

Wild roses speck our thicket sae breery ; 
StiD, still will our walk in the greenwood be-* 

O, Jeanie, there's naething to fear ye ' 
List when the blackbird o' singing grows weary. 
List when the beetle-bee's bugle comes near ye, 
Then come with fairy haste. 
Light foot, an' beating breast — 
Jeanie, there's naetiiing to tear xe \ 
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Far, far will the bogle an' brownie be. 

Beauty an' truth, they darena come near it ; 
Kind love is the tie of our unity, 

A' maun love it, an' a' maun revere it 
'Tis love makes the sang o' the woodland sae cheery 
Love gars a' nature look bonny that's near ye ; 
That makes the rose sae sweet. 
Cowslip an" violet — 
O, Jeanie, there's naething to fear ye ! 



ARABIAN SONG. 

Meet me at even, my own true love. 
Met me at even, my honey, my dove^ 

Where the moonbeam revealing 

The cool fountain stealing 

Away and away 

Through flow'rets so gay. 
Singing its silver roundelay. 

Love is the fountain of life and bliss. 
Love is the valley of joyfulness i 

A garden of roses. 

Where rapture reposes; 

A temple of light, 

All heavenly bright — 
O, virtuous love is the soul's delight ! 
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THE VILLAGE OF BALMAQUHAPPLB. 

Air—" Tke Soger Laddie." 



D*TB ken the big village of Balmaquhapple, 

The great muckle village of Balmaquhappie ? 

*Ti8 steep 'd in iniquity up to the thrapple, 

An' what's to become o' poor Balmaquhappie ? 

Fling a' aff your bannets, an' kneel fox your life, fo*kSy 

And pray to St Andrew, the god o' the Fife fo'ks ; 

Gar a' the hills yout wi' sheer vociferation. 

And thus you may cry on sic needfu' occasion : 

'< 0, blessed St Andrew, if e'er ye could pity fo'k, 
Men fo'k or women fo'k, country or city fo'k, 
Come for thb aince wi' the auld thief to grapple, 
An' save the great village of Balmaquhappie 
Frae drinking an' leeing, an' flyting an' swearing, 
An' sins that ye wad be affrontit at hearing, 
An' cheating an' stealing ; O, grant them redemption, 
All save an' except the few after to mention : 

*< There's Johnny the elder, wha hopes ne'er to need ye, 
Sae pawkie, sae holy, sae gruff, an' sae greedy ; 
Wha prays every hour as the wayfarer passes. 
But aye at a hole where he watches the lasses ; 
He's cheated a thousand, an' e*en to this day yet 
Can cheat a young lass, or they're leears that say it. 
Then gie him his gate ; he's sae slee an' sae civil, 
Perhaps in the end he may wheedle the devil. 

V. H 
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^ There's Cappie the cobbler, an* Tammie the tinman. 
An' Dickie the brewer, an' Peter the skinman, 
A n* Geordie our deacon^ for want of a better, 
An' Bess, wha delights in the sins that beset her. 
O, worthy St Andrew, we canna compel ye, 
But ye ken as weel as a body can tell ye, 
If these gang to heaven, we'll a' be sae shockit. 
Your garret o' blue will but thinly be stockit. 

*' But for a' the rest, for the women^ sake, saye them. 
Their bodies at least, an' their sauls, if they have them ; 
But it puzzles Jock Lesly, an' sma' it avails, 
If they dwell in their stamocks, their heads, or their tails. 
An' save, without word of confession auricular. 
The clerk's bonny daughters, an' Bell in particular ; 
For ye ken that their beauty's the pride an' the staple 
Of the great wicked village of Balmaquhapple !" 



CALLUM-A-GLEN. 

Was ever old warrior of suffering so weary ? 

Was ever the wild beast so bay'd in his den ? 
The southern bloodhounds lie in kennel so near me. 

That death would be freedom to Callum-a-Glen. 
My sons are all slain, and my daughters have left me, 

No child to protect me, where once there were ten ; 
My chief they have slain, and of stay have bereft me, 

And woe to the gray hairs of Callum-a-GIen ! 

The homes of my kinsmen are blazing to heaven, 
The bright steep of morning has blush'd at the view ; 
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The moon has stood still od the Terge oi the even. 
To wipe from her pale cheek the tint of the dew : 

For the dew it lies red on the vales of Lochaber, 
It sprinkles the cot, and it flows in the pen ; 

The pride of my country is fallen for ever — 
Death, hast thou no shaft for old Callum-a-Glen ? 

The sun in his glory has look'd on our sorrow, 

The stars have wept-blood over hamlet and lea ; 
! b there no day-spring for Scotland — no morrow 

Of bright renovation for souls of the free ? 
Yes, One above all hath beheld our devotion. 

Our valour and faith are not hid from his ken ; 
The day is abiding of stern retribution 

On all the proud foes of old Callum-a-Glen* 

THE THREE MEN OF MORISTON. 

Though fhis ballad commemorates three worthies only, it has been said 
that there were six of them, namely, the three trusty Macdonalds, Peter 
Grantp Hugh Chisholm, and Colin Eraser, by whom the Prince was con- 
cealed and supported in a cave in Glen-Moriston, for above five weeks. 
Oae of the Macdonalds went often in disguise into the English camp, to 
procure some wheaten bread for their guest, and pick up what intelligence 
he could. There he regularly heard, at the drum-head, a proclamation in 
English and liaelic, of a reward of fifty-thousand pounds, to any one who 
would pr>>duc<e the Pretender. But though the guardians of the cave had 
not a shilling among them all, they despised enriching themselves by an ai't 
of treachery. How painful it is to add, what the editor has been assured is 
true, that one of these magnanimous poor fellows was afterwards hanged 
for stealing a cow ! On the ladder he declared that he had never taken 
either sheep or cow from any of his own clan or their friends, nor from any 
man who hail not risen against the house of Stuart. Consequently, all at- 
tempts to persuade him to acknowledge the justice of his sentence were 
firoitless. 

Now cease of auld ferlies to tell us, 
That happened nane living kens when ; 
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Ill nng jou of three noble fidlows 
Wha Hved in the wild BBghlan' glen. 

The times were grown hard to bniTe Donald, 
For lost was Culloden's sad day ; 

The hearts o' the chiefe were a' brokmiy 
And O, but poor Donald was wae I 

They keekit out o'er the wOd corrd, — 

The towers of Clan-Ranald were gone ; 
The reek it hung red o'er Glengarry ; 

Lochaber was berried and loue f 
They tum'd them about on the mountdn. 

The last o' their shealings lo see ; 
** O, hon a Righ 1" cried poor Donald ; 

*' There's naething but sorrow for me !" 

Now our three noble lads are in hiding. 

Afar in Glen-Moriston's height ; 
lu the rock a' the day they are biding. 

And the moon is their candle by night 
And oft their rash rising they rued it. 

As looking o'er ravage and death, 
And blamed their ain prince, Charlie Stuart, 

For causing the Highlands sic skaitb. 

Ae night they sat fearfu' o^ danger. 
And snappit their kebbuck fu' keen. 

When in came a stately young stranger, 
As ragged as man e'er was seen. 

They hadna weel lookit around them 
Till tears cam happing like rain — 
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" You're welcome, young Dugald M'Cluny ; 
For a' you see here is your ain l"* 

Each kend the brave wreck of CuUoden, 

But dared not to mention his name. 
Lest one of the three had betray 'd him. 

And cover 'd their country wi' shame. 
They served him with eag^er devotion. 

They clad him from shoulder to tae. 
Spread his board from the moor and the ocean» 

And watch'd o'er him a' the lang day. 

They had not a plack in their coffer. 

They had not a ewe on the brae. 
Yet kend o' mair goud in their offer 

Than they could have carried away. 
Now crack o' your Grecian and Roman ! 

We've cast them a' back in the shade; 
Gie me a leal-hearted M' Donald, 

Wi' nought but his dirk and his plaid ! 

The sun shines sweet on the heather. 

When tempests are over and gane ; 
But honour shines bright in all weather. 

Through poverty, hardship, and pain. 
Though we had ne'er heard o* Clan-Ronald a 

Nor gallant Glengarry's wild sway, 
7 he names of the loyal McDonalds 

Had flourished for ever and aye ! 
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WHEN THE KYE COMES HAME. 



In the title and chonu of this &Toaiite pastoral stmg, I choose rather to 
Tiolate a role in grammar, than a Scottish phrase so common, that when it 
is altered into the proper way, eroy she{^erd and shepherd's sweetheart 
accoont it nonsense. I waa once ringing it at a wedding with great glee 
the latter way, (** when the kye come hame,") when a tailor, scratching his 
head, said, ** It was a terrible affectit way that !** I stood c<HTected, and 
hare nerer song it so again. 



AiB — " Shame fa* the gear and the hktthrie o*t. 
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Comb all ye jolly shepherds 

That whistle through the glen, 
ril tell ye of a secret 

That courtiers dinna ken : 
What is the greatest bliss 

That the tongue o' man can name ? 
'Tis to woo a bonny lassie 
When the kye comes hame. 

When the kye comes hame, 
When the kye comes hame, 
'Tween the gloaming and the mirk. 
When the kye comes hame. 

'Tis not beneath the coronet, 

Nor canopy of state. 
*Tis not on couch of velvet, 

Nor arbour of the great — 
'Tis beneath the spreading birk. 

In the glen without the name, 
Wi' a bonny, bonny lassie. 

When the kye comes hame. 

When the kye comes hame, &c. 
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There the blackbird bigs his nest 

For the mate he loes to see, 
And on the topmost bough, 

O, a happy bird is he ; 
Where he pours his melting ditty. 

And love b a' the theme. 
And hell woo his bonny lassie 

When the kye comes hame. 

When the kye comes hame, 8rc. 

When the blewart bears a pearl. 

And the daisy turns a pea, 
And the bonny lucken gowan 

Has fauldit up her ee, 
Then the laverock frae the blue lift 

Drops down, an' thinks nae shame 
To woo his bonny lassie 

When the kye comes hame. 

When the kye comes hame, &c. 

See yonder pawkie shepherd. 

That lingers on the hill, 
His ewes are in the fauld, 

An' his lambs are lying still ; 
Tet he downs gang to bed, 

For his heart is in a flame, 
To meet his bonny lassie 

When the kye comes hame. 

When the kye comes hame, &0. 

When the little wee bit heart 
Rises high in the breast. 
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An* the little wee fait 

Risef red in the 
O there's a joj ne dear. 

That the heart cut hardly 
Wf a bonDy, bonnj l aa w e . 

When the kye comes hame ! 

When the kje comes hame, &eu 

Then since all nature joins 

In this love without alloj, 
O, wha wad prove a traitor 
To Nature's dearest joy ? 
Or wha wad choose a crown, 
Wr its perils and its £une» 
And miss hb bonny lassie 
When the kye comes hame ? 

When the kye comes hame. 
When the kye comes hame, 
'Tween the gloaming and the mirk. 
When the kye comes hame !* 



* The Shepherd afterwards gare the followiug Ternon <rf this rery bea«- 
tiful song: 

Come all ye Jolly shepherds that whistle throagh the glen, 
I'll toll ye of a secret that courtiers dinna ken : 
What is the greatest bliss that the tongue o' man can name ? 
'Tis to woo a bonnie lassie, when the kye come hame. 

CHORUS. 

When the kye come hame, M'hen the kye come hame, 
'Tween the gloamln and tho mirk, when the kye come han^ 

lis not beneath the burgonet, nor yet beneath the crown, 
* 1 is not on couch of velvet nor yet in bed of down— 
'Tis b«>n«ath the spreading birch, in Uie dell without a name^ 
Wi' a bonnie» bonnie lassie, wlien the kye come hame. 
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LENACHAirs FAREWELL. 

Alezmder Staait of Lenachan was a man of gigantic atrength, and an 
■ffloer of the regimefnt of Afqrin. He was obliged to make his escape to 
America* Bereral yean sobseqaent to the FortH'fiiae^ to elude the Tengeanea 
af the Campbells. 

Faee thee weel, my native cot, 

Bothy o' the birken-tree ! 
Sair the heart an' hard the lot 

O' the man that parts wi' thee ! 
My good grandsire's hand thee rear'd— 

Then thy wicker-work was full ; 
Many a Campbell's glen he clear'd, 

Hit the buck, an' hough'd the bull 

In thy green and grassy crook 
Mair lies hid than crusted stanes ; 

In thy bein and weirdly nook 

Lie some stout Clan-Gillian banes. 

Thou wert aye the kinsman's hame — 
Routh and welcome was his fare ; 

Then the eye shines so bri^t, the hale soul to begaile, 
There's love in every wliisper, and joy in every sraile . 
O, wha wad choose a crown, wi* its perils and its fame^ 
And miss a bonnie lassie, when the kye come hame. 

See yonder pawkie shepherd, that lingers on the hill, 
Ifis ewes are in the fitold, and his lambs are lying stills 
Yet he downa gang to bed, for his heart is in a flame 
To meet his boimie lassie, when the kye come hame. 

Awa* wi' fiEtme and fortune — what comfort can they gi*e ?^ 
And a' the arts that prey upon man's life and liberty t 
Gi*e me the highest joy that the heart o' man can frame— 
My bonnie, bonnie lassie, when the kye come hame ! 
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Bat if serf or Saxon came. 

He crofls'd Muricfa's hint nae mairl 



Never hand in thee yet bred 

Kendnae how the sword to widd ; 
Never heart of thine had dread 

Of the foray or the field ! 
Ne'er on straw, mat, bulk, or bed* 

Son of thine lay down to dee ; 
Every lad within thee bred 

Died beneath heaven's open ee ! 

Charlie Stuart he came here 

For our king, as right became ; 
Wha could shun the Bruce's heir. 

Or desert his royal name ? 
Firm to stand and free to fa'. 

Forth we march'd right valiantlie— ^ 
Gane is Scotland's king and law, 

And wo to Appin and to me ! 

Freeman yet, 111 scorn to fret ; 

Here nae langer I maun stay. 
But when I my hame forget. 

May my heart forget to play ! 
Fare thee weel, my father^s cot. 

Bothy o' the birken-tree ! 
Sair the heart and hard the lot 

O' the warrior leaving thee ! 
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THE STUARTS OF APPIN. 

No national calamity has erer giren me so mach pain as the total bo-ear- 
nent of the brare CUuis who stood to the last fur the caose of the Hoose of 
Stuart It is a stain on the annals of our Legislature which can nerer be 
blotted out. 

I BUfo of a land that was famous of yore, 

The land of Green Appin, the ward of the flood. 
Where every grey cairn that broods o*er the shore, 

Marks grave of the royal, the valiant, or good. 
The land where the strains of grey Ossian were framed, — 

The land of fair Selma, and reign of Fingal, — 
And late of a race, that with tears must be named, 
The noble Clan Stuart, the bravest of all. 

Oh-hon, an Righ ! and the Stuarts of Appin 1 
The gallant, devoted, old Stuarts of Appin ! 
Their glory is o'er. 
For the clan is no more, 
And the Sassenach sings on the hills of green Appin. 

In spite of the Campbells, their might and renown. 

And all the proud files of Glenorchy and Lorn, 
While one of the Stuarts held claim on the crown, 

His banner full boldly by Appin was borne. 
And ne'er feU the Campbells in check or trepan. 

In all their Whig efforts their power to renew. 
But stUl on the Stuarts of Appin they ran, 

To wreak their proud wrath on the brave and the few. 
Oh-hon, an Righ ! and the Stuarts of Appin, &c. 

In the year of the Graham, while in oceans of blood 
The fields of the Campbells were gallantly flowing — 
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It was then that the Stuarts the foremost still stood. 
And paid back a share of the debt they were owmg. 

O, proud Inverlochy ! O, day of renown ! 

Smce first the sun rose o'er the peaks of Cruachm, 

Was ne'er such an host by such valour o'erthrown» 
Was ne'er such a day for the Stuarts of Appin ! 
Oh-hon, an Righ, and the Stuarts of Appin, &c. 

And ne'er for the crown of the Stuarts was fought 

One battle on vale> or on mountain deer-trodden. 
But dearly to Appin the glory was bought. 

And dearest of all on the field of Culloden ! 
Lament, O, Glen-Creran, Glen-Duror, Ardshiel, 

High ofi&pring of heroes, who conquer 'd were never, 
For the deeds of your fathers no bard shall reveal. 

And the bold clan of Stuart must perish for ever ! 
Oh-hon, an Righ ! and the Stuarts of Appm, &c. 

Clan-Chattan b broken, the Seaforth bends low. 

The sun of Clan- Ranald is sinking in labour ; 
Glencoe, and Clan-Donnachie, where are they now ? 

And where is bold Keppoch, the lord of Locbaber ? 
All gone with the house they supported ! — ^laid low. 

While dogs of the south their bold life-blood were 
lapping. 
Trod down by a proud and a merciless foe — 

The brave are all gone with the Stuarts of Appin ! 
Oh.hon, an Righ 1 and the Stuarts of Appin, &c. 

They are gone ! they are gone ! the redoubted, the 
brave I 
The sea- breezes lone o'er their relics are sighing. 
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Dark weeds of oblivion shroud many a grave, 
Where the unconquerM foes of the Campbell are 

lying. 
But, long as the grey hairs wave over this brow, 
And earthly emotions my spirit are wrapping, 
M7 old heart with tides of regret shall overflow. 
And bleed for the fall of the Stuarts of Appin ! 
Oh.hon, an Righ ! and the Stuarts of Appin ! 
The gallant, devoted, old Stuarts of Appin ! 
Their glory is o*er, 
For their star is no more. 
And the green grass waves over the heroes of Appin ! 

THE POOR MAN. 

. LoosB the yett, an' let me in, 

Lady wi' the glistening ee, 
Dinna let your menial train 

Drive an auld man out to dee. 
Cauldrife is the winter even, 

See, the rime hangs at my chin ; 
Lady, for the sake of Heaven, 

Loose the yett, an' let me in ! 

Ye shall gain a virgin hue, 

Lady, for your courtesye. 
Ever beaming, ever new, 

Aye to bloom an' ne'er to dee. 
Lady, there's a lovely plain 

Lies beyond yon setting sun. 

There we soon may meet again.. 

Short the race we hae to run. 
V. s 
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'Tis a land of love an' light ; 

Rank or title is not th^re, 
High an' low maun there unite. 

Poor man, prince, an' lady fair; 
There, what thou on earth hast given, 

Douhly shall be paid again ! 
Lady, for the sake of Heaven, 

Loose the yett, an' let me in ! 

Blessings rest upon thy head. 

Lady of this lordly ha' I 
That bright tear that thou didst shed 

Fell nae down amang the snaw ! 
It is gane to heaven aboon. 

To the fount of charitye ; 
When thy days on earth are done, 

That blest drop shall plead for thee. 

THE WOMEN FO'K. 

O SAiaLT may I rue the day 

I fancied first the womenkind ; 
For aye stnsyne I ne'er can can hae 

Ae quiet thought or peace o' mind ! 
They hae plagued my heart an' pleased my ee. 

An* teased an' flatter'd me at will. 
But aye, for a' their witcherye, 
The pawky things I lo'e them still. 

O the women fo*k ! O the women foTt ! 
But they hae been the wreck o' nie ; 
O weary fa' the women fo'k. 
For they winna let a body be ! 
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I hae thought an* thought, but darena tell, 

I've studied them wi' a* my skill, 
I've lo*ed them better than mysell, 

I've tried again to like them ill. 
Wha sairest strives, will sairest rue. 

To comprehend what nae man can ; 
When he has done what man can do^ 

He'll end at last where he began. 
the women fo'k, &c. 

That they hae gentle forms an' meet, 

A man wi' half a look may see ; 
An' gracefu' airs, an' faces sweet. 

An' waving curls aboon the bree ; 
An' smiles as soft as the young rose-bud> 

An' een sae pawky, bright, an' rare^ 
Wad lure the laverock frae the cludd-^ 

But, laddie, seek to ken nae mair ! 
O the women fo'k, &c. 

Even but this night nae farther gane. 

The date is neither lost nor lang, 
I tak ye witness ilka ane. 

How fell they fought, and fairly dang. 
Their point they've carried right or wrang* 

Without a reason, rhyme, or law. 
An' forced a man to sing a sang, 
That ne'er could sing a verse ava. 

O the women fo'k ! O the women fo'k I 
But they hae been the wreck o' me i 
O weary fa' the women fo'k. 
For they winna let a body be 1 



82 SONGS. 



M'LEAN'S WELCOME. 

Come o'er the stream, Charlie, 
Dear Charlie, brave Charlie ; 
Come o'er the stream, Charlie, 

And dine with M'Lean ; 
And though you be weary, 
We'll make your heart jcheery. 
And welcome our Charlie, 

And his loyal train. 
We'll bring down the track deer. 
Well bring down the black steery 
The lamb from the braken, 

And doe from the glen, 
The salt sea well harry, 
And bring to our Charlie 
The cream from the bothy 

And curd from the pen. 

Come o'er the stream, Charlie, 
Dear Charlie, brave Charlie; 
Come o'er the sea, Charlie, 

And dine with M'Lean ; 
And you shall drink freely 
The dews of Glen-sheerly, 
That stream in the starlight 

When kings do not ken. 
And deep be your meed 
Of the wine that is red, 
To drink to your sire. 

And his friend the M*Lean. 
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Come o'er the stream, Charlie, 
Dear Charlie, brave Charlie ; 
Come o'er the stream, Charlie, 

And dine with M'Lean ; 
If aught will invite you. 
Or more will delight you, 
'Tis ready, a troop of our bold Highland men. 
All ranged on the heather. 
With bonnet and feather, 
Strong arms and broad claymores. 

Three hundred and ten ! 



THE MAU> OF THE SEA. 

Comb from the sea. 

Maiden to me, 
Maiden of mystery, love, and piun ! 

Wake from thy sleep, 

Low in the deep, 
Over thy green waves sport again ! 
Come to this sequester'd spot, love, 
l^eath'g where thou art, as where thou art not, love; 

Then come unto me. 

Maid of the Sea, 
Rise from the wild and stormy main ; 

Wake from thy sleep. 

Calm in the deep. 
Over thy green waves sport again ! 

Is not the wave 

Made for the slave, 
s 2 
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Tyraiit*s chains, and stern control ; 

Land for the firee 

Spirit like thee ? 
Thing of delight to a minstrel's soul. 
Come, with thy song of love and of sadnesi^ 
Beauty of face and rapture of madness ; 

O, come unto me, 

Maid of the Sea, 
Rise from the wild and surging main; 

Wake from thy sleep. 

Calm in the deep, 
Over thy green waves sport again I 

GO HOME TO YOUR REST. 
Air—" The Dandy O." 

Go home, go home to your rest, young man^ 
The sky looks cold in the west, young man ; 

For should we rove 

Through Morna's grove, 
A noontide walk is the best, young man ; 
Go sleep, the heavens look pale, young man, 
And sighs are heard in the gale, young man: 

A walk in the night, 

By the dim moonlight, 
A maiden might chance to bewail, young man! 

When all the world's awake, young man, 
A proffer of love I may take, young man ; 

But the star of truth. 

The guide of my youth, 
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Never pointed to midnight wake, young man . 
^jro sleep till rise of the sun, young roan, 
The sage's eye to shun, young man ; 

For he's watching the flight 

Of demons to-night, 
And may happen to take thee for one, young man ! 



THE HARP OF OSSIAN. 

I hare been sorely blamed by some friends for a sentiment expressed in 
ttds song ; bat I have always felt it painfully that the name of Scotland, 
^« superior nation in every thing bat wealth, should be lost, not in Bri- 
tain, far that is proper, but in Eni^laad. In all despatches we are denomi- 
'^sted the English^ forsooth ! We know ourselres, howerer, that we are 
Hot English, nor ever intend to be. 

Old harp of the Highlands, how long hast thou slumber 'd 

In cave of the correi, ungarnish*d, unstrung ! 
Thy minstrels no more with thy heroes are numher'd. 

Or deeds of thy heroes no more dare he sung. 
A seer late heard, from thy cavern ascending, 

A low sounding chime, as of sorrow and dole, 
Some spirit unseen on the relic attending. 

Thus sung the last strain of the warrior^s soul : 

'* My country, farewell ! for the days are expired 

On which I could hallow the deeds of the free ; 
Thy heroes have all to new honours aspired. 

They fight, hut they fight not for Scotia nor me. 
All lost is our sway, and the name of our nation 

Is sunk in the name of our old mortal foe; 
Then why should the lay of our last degradation 

Be forced from the harp of old Ossian to flow ? 
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** My country, farewell ! for the murmars of sorrow 

Alone the dark mountains of Scotia oecome ; 
Her sons condescend from new moaels to borrow. 

And voices of strangers prevail m the hum. 
Before the smooth face of our Saxon invaders 

Is quench 'd the last ray in the eye of the free ; 
Then, oh ! let me rest in the caves of my &t[ier8» 

Forgetful of them as forgetful of thee !" 



WHEN MAG6T GANGS AWAY. 

O WHAT will a' the lads do 

When Maggy gangs away ? 
O what will a' the lads do 

When Maggy gangs away ? 
There's no a heart in a' the glen 

That disna dread the day. 
O what will a' the lads do^ 

When Maggy gangs away ? 

Young Jock has ta'en the hill for't— 

A waefu' wight b he ; 
Poor Harry's ta'en the bed for't. 

An' laid him down to dee ; 
An' Sandy's gane unto the kirk, 

And learnin' fast to pray. 
And, O, what will the lads do 

When Maggy gangs away? 






The young laird o' the Lang-Shaw 
Has drunk her health in wine ; 
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The priest has said — ^in confidence — 

The lassie was divine — 
And that b mair in maiden's praise 

Than ony priest should say : 
But, O, what will the lads do 

When Maggy gangs away f 

The wailing in our green glen 

That day will quaver high, 
'Twill draw the redbreast frae the wood, 

The laverock frae the sky; 
The fairies frae their beds o' dew 

Will rise an' join the lay : 
An' hey ! what a day will be 

When Maggy gangs away ! 



A FATHER'S LAMENT. 

How can you bid this heart be blithe. 

When blithe this heart can never be ? 
I've lost the jewel from my crown^ 

Look round our circle, and you'll see 
That there is ane out o' the ring 

Who never can forgotten be— 
Ay, there's a blank at my right hand. 

That ne'er can be made up to me ! 

'Tis said as water wears the rock, 

That time wears out the deepest line ; 

It may be true wi' hearts enow. 
But never can apply to mine. 
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For I have learn'd to know and feel-^ 
Though 4osses should forgotten h 

That still the blank at my right hand 
Can never be made up to me I 

I blame not Providence's sway. 

For I have many joys beside. 
And fain would I in grateful way 

Enjoy the same, whatever betide. 
A mortal thing should ne'er repine. 

But stoop to the Supreme decree ; 
Yet, oh ! the blank at my right hand 

Can never be made up to me I 



THERE'S GOWD IN THE BREAST, 

Aia— «« The Bed Fox,*' 

There 8 gowd in the breast of the primrose pale^ 

An' siller in every blossom ; 
There's riches galore in the breeze of the vale^ 

And health in the wild wood^s bosom. 
Then come, my love, at the hour of joy. 

When warbling birds sing o*er us ; 
Sweet nature for us has no alloy, 

And the world is all before us. 

The courtier joys in bustle and power. 
The soldier in war.steeds bounding, 

The miser in hoards of treasured ore, 
The proud in their pomp surrounding : 
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But we hae yon heaven., sae bonny and blue. 
And laverocks sk'mming out o*er us ; 

The breezes of health and the valleys of dew— 
O the world is all before us ! 



WHY WEEPS TON HIGHLAND MAID? 

Why weeps yon Highland maid 

Over the tartan plaid — 

Is it a pledge of care, 

Or are the blood drops there ? 
Tell me, thou hind of humble seeming, 
Why the tears on her cheek are gleaming, 

Why should the young and fair 

Thus weep unpitied there ? 

Stranger, that Highland plaid 

Low in the dust was laid ; 

He who the relic wore, 

He is, alas ! no more : 
He and his loyal clan were trodden 
Down by slaves on dark Culloden. 

Well o'er a lover's pall. 

Well make the tear-drops fall ! 

Where now her clansman true, 
Where b the bonnet blue. 
Where the claymore that broke 
Fearless through fire and smoke ? 
Not one gleam by glen or river. 
It lies droppM from the hand for ever. 
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Stranger, our hte deplore. 
Our ancient name's no more! 



MY EMMA, MT DARLING. 

Mt Emma, my darling, from winter s domdn 
Let us fly to the glee of the city again. 
Where a day never wakes but some joy it renews, 
And a night never falls but that joy it pursues ; 
Where the dance is so light, and the hall is so bright, 
And life whirls onward one round of delight. 
Would we feel that we love and have spirits reflned, 
We must mix with the world, and enjoy humankind. 

Mute nature is lovely in earth and in sky, 
It cheers the lone heart and enlivens the eye ; 
But no where can beauty and dignity shine, 
So as in the human face fair and divine. 
'Mongst these could I love thee, and that love enjoy. 
But, ah ! in the wilderness fond love would cloy ; 
To the homes of our kindred our spirits must cling, 
And away from their bosoms at last take their wing ! 



THE MERMAID'S SONG. 

Lie still, my love, lie still and sleep. 
Long is thy night of sorrow ; 

Thy maiden of the mountain deep 
Shall meet thee on the morrow. 

But O, when shall that nrorrow be, 
When my true love shall waken, 



/ 
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When shall we meet, refined and free. 
Amid the mooriand braken ? 
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Full low and lonely is thy bed. 

The worm even flies thy pillow ; 
Where now the Kps, so comely red. 

That kissed me 'neath th6 willow ? 
O, I, must smile, and weep the while, 

Amid my song of mourning. 
At freaks of nuui in life's short span. 

To wfajdi there's no returning. 



Lie stfflt my loye» lie still and sleep, 

Hope lingers o'er thy slumber ; 
What though thy years beneath the steep 

Should aU its flowers outnumber ; 
Though moons steal o'er, and seasons fly 

On time-swift wing unstaying, 
Tet there's a ^nrit in the sky. 

That lives o'er thy decaying. 

In domes beneath the water-springs 

No end hath my sojourning ; 
And to this land of fedlhg things 

Far hence be my returning. 
For all the spirits of the deep 

Their long last leave are taking.*— 
Lie stiU, my love, lie still and sleep 

Till the last mom is breaking. 



▼. 
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DOHALD M-GILLAYST. 

Dovald's gane up the hill hard ao* hnngiy, 
Donald s come down the hill wild an' angry | 
Donald wHl clear the goak's nest dererij; 
Here's to the king an' Donald M'GilkTry 1 
Come like a weig^i4iaak« Donald M'GiDaFry, 
Come like a weigh-bauk, Donald M'GiDayry ; 
Balance them fidr, an' balance diem cierertj. 
Off wi' the counterfeit, Donald M^GOlaTrj ! 

Donald 8 come o*er the hill trailin' his tether, HiSn» 
As he war wud, or stang'd wi' an ether, man ; 
When he gaes back, there's some will look merrflj ; 
Here's to Ring James an' Donald M'Gilla?ry, 
Come like a weaver, Donald M'GiUayry, 
Come like a weaver, Donald M*Gillavry ; 
Pack on your back an elwand o' steelary, 
Oie them full measure, my Donald M*Gillavry ! 

Donald has foughten wi' reif and roguery, 
Donald has dinnerM wi' banes an* beggary ; 
Better it war for whigs an' wbiggery 
Meeting the deevil than Donald M*Gillavry* 
Come like a tailor, Donald M'Gillavry, 
Come like a tailor, Donald M'Gillavry ; 
Puih about, in an' out, thimble them cleverly— 
Here's to King James an' Donald M'Gillavry ! 

Donald's the callant that bruiks nae tangleness, 
Whlgging an' prigging an' a' newfangleness ; 
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f maan be gane, he winna be baukit, man , 

ioauQ hae justice, or rarely hell tak h, man. 

te like a cobler, Donald M'Gillavry 

le like a cobler, Donald M^Gillavrj ; 

i them, an' yerk them, an' lingel them cleverly-^— 

iri' King James an' Donald M'Gillayry ! 

aid was mumpit wi* mirds and mockery, 

aid was blindit wi' bladds o' property ; 

» ran high, but makings war naething, man ; 

leness, how Donald is fly ting an' fretting, man ! 

le like the deevil, Donald M*GilIavry, 

le like the deevil, Donald M^Gillavry ; 

Ip them an' scadd them pruved sae unbritberly^- 

wi' King James an' Donald M*Gillavry 1 



O'ER THE OCEAN BOUNDING. 
Maid of the Vaaey.** 



« 



O'eb the ocean bounding, 
Other lands surrounding, 

Love, I will think of thee ! 
Though new skies me cover. 
And other stars shine over, 

Yet thou art still with me. 
When, at morn or even, 
Low I kneel to Heaven, 
Be my sins forgiven 

As my love shall be 1 
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When my hopes are dearest. 
And my soul sincerest. 
Then 111 remember thee ! 

Thee, my soul s sole pleasure 
Thee, its dearest treasure, 

Life, health, all to me. 
All of land or Ocean, 
All a world's commotion, 

Knits me the more to the^. 
When new palssions move me, 
Whto I cease to love thee. 
May the heavens above me. 

Chasten my perfidy ! 

Even in woe and cumber. 
Even in death's last slumber, 

I will remember thee I 



CHARLIE IS MY DARLING. 

'TwAS on a Monday morning, 

Right early in the year. 
That Charlie came to our town. 
The young Chevalier. 

An' Charlie is my darling. 
My darling, my darling, 
Charlie is my darling. 
The Young Chevalier. 

As Charlie he came up the gate. 
His face shone like the day ; 
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I gral to see the lad come back 
That had been lang away. 
An* Charlie is my darling, Sec. 

Then ilka bonny lassie sang, 

As to the door she ran. 
Our king shall hae his ain again. 

An' Charlie is the roan : 

For Charlie he's my darlings && 

Outower yon moory mountain. 

An' down the craigy glen. 
Of naething else our lasses sing 

But Charlie an' his men. 

An' Charlie he's my darling, &o. 

Our Highland hearts are true an' leal» 

An' glow without a stain ; 
Our Highland swords are metal keen, 
An' Charlie he's our ain. 
An* Charlie he's my darlings 
My darling, my darling; 
Charlie he's my darling. 
The young Cheyalier. 



IF E'ER I AM THINE. 
Aia— «• The Winding Sheet." 

Ip e'er I am thine, the birds of the air. 

The beasts of the field, and Ash of the sea» 

T 2 
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Shall in our love and happiness share, ' 
Within their demenls fair and free. 
And rejoice because I am thine, love* 

We'll have no flowers, nor words of lov^ 
Nor dreams of bliss that never can be; 

Our trust shall be in Heaven above. 
Our hope in a far futurity 

Must arise, when I am made thine, love. 

And this shall riuse our thoughts paore high 
Than visions of vanity here below ; 

For chequer 'd through life our path must lie,- 
Mid gleams of joy and shades of woe 

We must journey, when I am thine, love. 



MEG O' MARLEY, 

O KEN ye Meg o' Marley glen, 

The bonny blue-e'ed dearie? 
She's play'd the deil amang the men, ^ 

An' a' the land's grown eery. 
She's stown the ** Bangor" frae the clerk. 

An' snool'd him wi' the shame o't ; 
The minister s &*n through the text. 

An' M^ gets a' the blame o't 

The ploughman ploughs without the sock f 
The gadman whistles sparely ; 

The shepherd pines amang his flock. 
An' turns his een to Marley ; 
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The tailor lad s fk'n ower the bed ; 

The cobler ca's a parley ; 
The weaver s neb*s out through the web* 

An' a' for M^ o' Marley. 

What's to be done, for our gudeman 

Is flyting late an' early ? 
He rises but to curse an' ban, 

An' sits down but to ferly. 
But ne'er had love a brighter lowe 

Than light his torches sparely 
At the bright een an' blithesome brow 

O' bonny Meg o' Marley. 



THE LADIES' EVENING SONa 

O THE glass is no for you. 

Bonny laddie O ! 
The glass is no for you. 

Bonny laddie O ! 
The glass is no for you, 
For it dyes your manly brow, 
An' it fills you roarin' fu\ 

Bonny laddie O ! 

Then drive us not away 

Wi' your drinkin' O ! 
We like your presence mair 

Than you're thinkin' o'. 
How happy will you be 
In our blithesome companye, 
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Taking innocence and glee 
For your drinking O ! 

Now your een are glancing brighty 

Bonny laddie O ! 
Wi' a pure an' joyfu' light, 

Bonny laddie O ! 
But at ten o'clock at night» 
Take a lady's word in plight* 
We will see another sight, 

Bonny laddie O ! 

There's a right path an* a wrang^ 

Bonny laddie O ! 
An' you needna argue lang. 

Bonny laddie O ! 
For the mair you taste an' see 
O* our harmless companye. 
Aye the happier you will be. 

Bonny laddie O ! 



MARY CANST THOU LEAVE ME? 

Mary, canst thou leave me? 

Is there nought will move thee ? 
Dearest maid, believe me, 

I but Uve to love thee. 
When we two are parted, 

When the seas us sever. 
Still this heart, deserted. 

Clings to thee for ever* 
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Days go duU and dreary. 
Nights so mirk and eerie, 
Is there nought can cheer me ? 
Never * my love, never ! 

Connal, cease to borrow 

Ruefol words to diide me 1 
From this land of sorrow 

Haste, O, haste to hide thee I 
Spirits round us hover. 

Breathing death and plunder | 
But wh^n this is over. 

Which we tremble under, 
Then, dear youth, believe me. 
Though this time I grieve thee^ 
Kindly 111 receive thee. 

Never more to sunder ! 



MARY IS MY ONLY JOY. 

Am—" Isfallain gun dith thainig tkmj* 

Mart Is my only joy, 

Mary is blithe and Mary is coy, 

Mary 8 the gowd where there's nae alloy ; 

Though black — yet O she's bonnie. 
Her breath is the birken bower o' spring. 
Her lips the young rose opening, 
And her hair is the hue of the raven's wing ; 

She's black, but O she's bonnie. 
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The star that gilds the eveiiiiig sk j* 
Though bright its ray, maj never ne 
Wi' Mary's dark and liquid eye ; 

Though black, yet O she's bonnie. 
In yon green wood there is a bower. 
Where lies a bed of witching power^ 
Under that bed there blooms a flower. 

That steals the heart unwary! 

O there is a charm, and there is a sp^ 
That, O and alack ! I know too well,-^*. 
A pang that the tongue may hardly tell. 

Though felt baith late and early ! 
The beauteous flower beneath the tree^ 
The spell of the wildest witcherye. 
The gowd and the gear, an' a' to me, 

Is my black but my bonnie Mary I 

LOVE IS LIKE A DIZZINESS. 
Air—" Paddy's WeddUg." 



I LATELY lived in quiet case, 
A n' never wish'd to marry, O ! 

But when I saw my Peggy's face, 
I felt a sad quandary O ! 

Though wild as ony Athol deer, 

• She has trepanned me fairly O ! 

Her cherry cheeks an' eeu sae clear 
Torment me late an' early, O ! 
O, love, love, love ! 
Love is like a dizziness ! 
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It winna let a poor body 
Gang about his business ! 

To tell my feats this single week 

Wad mak a daft-like diary, O I 
I dimve niy cart outow'r a dike, 

My horses in a miry, ! 
I wear my stockings white an' blue. 

My loye's sae fierce an' fiery, O I 
I drill the land that I should plough. 

An* plough the drills entirely, O ! 
O, love, love, love ! &c. 

Ae morning, by the dawn o' day, 

I raise to theek the stable, O ! 
I keust my coat, an' plied away 

As fast as I was able, O ! 
I wrought that morning out an' out, 

As I'd been redding fire, O ! 
When I had done an' look'd about, 

Gudefuth, it was the byre, O ! 
O. love, love, love ! &c. 

Her wily glance 111 ne'er forget, 

The dear, the lovely blinkin o't 
Has pierced me through an* through the heart. 

An* plagues me wi' the prinkling 6't« 
I tried to- sing, I tried to pray, 

I tried to drown't wi' drinkin' o't, 
I tri^d wi' sport to drive 't away. 

But ne'er can sleep for thinkin' o'U 
O, love, love, love ! &c 



Were Peggie's loye to lure the job. 

An' 9Kwe mj hetrt frae breekiiigy O, 
Td put a girdle round the g^be. 

Or dire fai CorrjTrekm, O ; 
Or howk a grave at midni^ dark 

In yonder vault sae eerie» O ; 
Or gang an* spier for Mango FariL 

Through Afiica sae drearj, O. 
O, love, love, love I &c. 

Nae man cm tell what pains I prove^ 

Or how severe my pliskie, O ! 
I swear I'm sairer drunk wi* love 

Than ever I was wi' wluskj, 01 
For love has raked me fore an' aft» 

I scarce can lift a leggie, O ! 
I first grew dizzy, then gaed daf^ 
An' soon 111 dee for P^gy, O ! 
Of love, love, love ! 

Love is like a dizziness ! 
It winna let a poor body 
Gang about his business ! 



O, WEEL BEFA' THE MAIDEN GAT. 

O, WEEL befa' the maiden gay. 

In cottage, bught, or penn. 
An' weel befa' the bonny May 

That wons in yonder glen ; 
Wha loes the modest truth sae weel, 
Wha's aye sae kind, an' aye sae leal. 
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An* pure as. blooming asphodel 

Amang sae mony men. 
0, weel befa' the bonny thing 

That wons in yonder glen ! 

*T]8 sweet to hear the music float 

Along the gloaming lea ; 
'Tis sweet to hear the blackbird's note 

Come pealing frae the tree; 
To see the lambkin's lightsome race— 
The speckled kid in wanton chase— 
The young deer cower in lonely places 

Deep in her flowery den ; 
But sweeter far the bonny face 

That smiles in yonder glen ! 

O, had it no' been for the blush 

O' maiden's virgin flame, 
Dear beauty never had been known. 

An' never had a name ; 
But aye sin' that dear thing o' blame 
Was modelled by an angel's frame, 
The power o* beauty reigns supreme 

O'er a' the sons o' men ; 
But deadliest far the sacred flame 

Bums in a lonely glen ! 

There's beauty in the violet's vest-* 

There's hinney in the haw.^ 

There's dew within the rose's breast* 

The sweetest o' them a'« 
V. o 
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The suo will rise an' set again. 

An' lace wi' boraing goad the 

The rainbow bend outow'r the plain, 

Sae love! J to the ken ; 
But lovelier hi my bonny thing 

That wons in yonder glen I 



CAMERON'S WELCOME HAMS. 

ThkioDgwis written to the HigUaiid air beMiBg that MOM 



O sTRiKB your harp, my BCary, 

Its loudest, liveliest key. 
An' join the sounding correi 

In its wild melody ; 
For bum, an' breeze, an' billow* 

Their sangs are a' the same. 
And every waving willow 

Soughs ** Cameron's welcome hama' 

O list yon thrush, my Mary, 

That warbles on the pine. 
His strain, sae light an' airy. 

Accords in joy wi' thine ; 
The lark that soars to heaven. 

The sea-bird on the faem, 
Are singing, frae morn till even. 

Brave *^ Cameron's welcome hameb" 

D'ye mind, my ain dear Mary, 
When we'hid in the tree. 
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An' saw oUr Auchnacarry 

All flaming fearfully ? 
The fire was red, red glaring, 

An' ruefu' was the scene. 
An' aje you cned, despairing. 

My father 8 ha s are gane ! 

I said, my un dear Mary, 

D'ye see yon cloud sae dun* 
That sails aboon the carry, 

An' hides the weary sun ? 
Behind yon curtain dreary. 

Beyond, and far within. 
There's Ane, my dear wee Mary, 

Wha views this deadly nn. 

He sees this waefu' reaving. 

The rage o' dastard knave. 
He saw our deeds of bravery. 

And He'll reward the brave. 
Though all we had was given 

For loyalty an' faith, 
I still had hopes that Heaven 

Would right the hero's skaith. 

The day is dawn'd in heaven 
For which we a' thought lang ; 

The good, the just, is given 
To right our nation's wrang. 

My ain dear Auchnacarry, 
I hae thought lang for thee ; 

O sing to your harp, my Mary^ 
An 'sound its bonniest ke^f \ 
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THE FRAZER'S IN THE CORBBL 

•• Where has your daddy gone, my little May ? 

Where has our lady been a' the lang day ? 

Saw you the red-coats rank on the ha' green ? 

Or heard you the horn on the mountain yestreen ?" 

'* Auld carle greybeard, ye speer na at me, 

Gae speer at the maiden that sits by the tea ; 

The red-coats were here, and it wasna for good, 

For the raven's grown hoarse wi' the waugh^' o' blood. 

'* listen, auld carle, how roopit his note> 
The blood o' the Frazer's too hot for his throat ; 
I trow the black traitors of Sassenach breed. 
They prey on the living, and he on the dead. 
When I was a baby, we callM him in joke 
l^he harper of Errick, the priest of the rock; 
But now he's our mountain companion no more. 
The slave of the Saxon, the qua£Per of gore.* 

** Sweet little maiden, why talk you of death? 
The raven*s our friend, and he^s croaking in wrath; 
He will not pick eye from a bonneted head. 
Nor mar the loved form by the tartans that's clad. 
But point me the cliff where the Frazer abides. 
Where Foyers, Culduthel, and Gorthaleg hides; 
There's danger at hand, I must speak with them soon« 
And seek them alone by the light of the moon." 

'* Auld carle greybeard, a friend you should be. 
For the truth's on your lip and the tear in your ee. 
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Then seek in yon correi, that sounds from the brae. 
An' sings to the rock when the breeze is away. 
I sought them last night with the haunch of the deer. 
And deep ia their care they were hiding m fear ; 
There, at the last crow of the brown heather-cock. 
They pray'd for their prince, kneel'd and slept on the 
rock. 

^' O tell me, auld carle, what will be the fate 
Of those who are killing the gallant and great ; 
Who force our brave chiefs to the correi to go, 
And hunt their own prince like the deer or the roe ? 
I know it, auld carle, as sure as yon sun 
Shines over our heads, that the deeds they have done 
To those who are braver and better than they, 
There's one in this world or the next will repay.*^ 

T£ BREEZES THAT SPRING. 

Yb breeses that spring in some land unknown^ 
Or sleep on your clouds of the eider down. 
Come over the mountain and over the dale. 
More sweet than Arabia's spicy gale ! 
Come over the heath-flower's purple bloom. 
And gather the birk's and the thyme s perfume I 
For these are the sweets that bring no alloy 
To dark Caledonia's mountain joy. 

But O, thou breeze of the valley and hill I 

Thou canst bring a richer offering still : 

The kindly wish from the hall and the cot. 

And the poor man's blessing, that's never forgot, 

V 2 
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The shepherd's proad boast over every degree. 
And the song of the maiden the dearest to me. 
Come laden with these, thou breeze of the hill ! 
And the lay of the Minstrel shall hail thee stilL 

COME ROWE THE BOAT 

Was written to a boat-song tiiat I heard in the Highlands, song by 4ie 
rowers. It is a short cross measnre^—cme of those to which itisimpossihle 
to oompoee good or flowing verses, but when sung, is very sweet. 

CoM£ rowe the boat, rowe the boat. 
Ply to the pibroch's note, 
Steer for yon lonely cot 

O'er the wild main ; 
For there waits my dearie, 
Both lonesome and eery, 
And sorely she'll weary 

To hear our bold strain. 

Then rowe for her lover, 
And play, boys, to move her. 
The tide-stream is over. 

And mild blows the gale. 
I see her a-roaming 
Like swan in the gloaming, 
Or angel a-coming 

Her Ronald to hail * 

The deer of Ben-Aitley 
Is comely and stately, 
As tall and sedately 

She looks o'er the dale ; 
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The sea-bird rides sprightly 
O'er billows so lightly, 
Or boldly and brightly 

Floats high on the gale. 

But O, my dear Mary, 
What heart can compare thee 
With aught in the valley, 

The mountain, or tide? 
All nature looks dreary 
When thou art not near me- 
But lovely and dearly 

When thou'ri by my side. 



THE HIGHLANDER'S FAREWELL. 

O WHERE shall I gae seek my bread. 

Or where shall I gae wander, 
O where shall I gae hide my head, 

For here I'll bide nae langer ? 
The seas may rowe, the winds may blow, 

And swathe me round in danger, 
But Scotland I maun now forego, 

And roam a lonely stranger ! 

The glen that was my father's own, 

Maun be by his forsaken ; 
The house that was my father's home 

Is levell'd with the braken. 
Oh hon ! oh hon ! our glory's gone, 

Stole by a ruthless reaver — 
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Our hands are on the broad clajmoic^ 
But the might is broke for ever ! 

And thou, mj Prince, mj injured Prince^ 

Thj people hare disown 'd thee — 
Have hunted and have driven thee henoe. 

With ruined Chiefe around thee. 
Though hard beset, when I foigel 

Thy late, young, hapless rover. 
This broken heart shall cease to beat. 

And all its grieflB be over. 

Farewell, farewell, dear Caledon, 

Land of the Gael no longer ! 
Strangers have trod thy glory on, 

In guile and treachery stronger. 
The brave and just sink in the dust, 

On ruin's brink they quiver — 
Heaven's pitying eye is closed on thee ; 

Adieu, adieu for ever ! 

A WITCH'S CHANT. 

Thou art weary, weary, weary, 
Thou art weary and far away, 

Hear me, gentle spirit, hear me, 
Come before the dawn of day. 

I hear a small voice from the hill. 
The vapour is deadly, pale, and still — 
A murmuring sough is on the wood, 
And the witching star is red as blood. 
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And in the deft of heaTen I scan 
The ^ant fonn of a naked man. 
His eye is like the burning brand, 
And he holds a sword in his ri^t hand. 

All is not well. By dint of spell, 
Somewhere between the heaven and hell 
There is this night a wild deray, 
The spirits have wander'd from their way. 

The purple drops shall tinge the moon 
As she wanders through the midnight noon ; 
And the dawning heaven shall all be red 
With blood by guilty angels shed. 

Be as it wiU, I have the skill 
To work by good or work by ill ; 
Then here's for pain, and here's for thrall, 
And here's for conscience^ worst of all. 

Another chant, and then, and then. 
Spirits shall come or Christian men- 
Come from the earth, the air, or the sea. 
Great Gil- Monies, I cry to thee ! 

Sleep'st thou, wakest thou, lord of the wind, 
Mount thy steeds and gallop them blind ; 
And the long-tailed fiery dragon outfly, 
The rocket of heaven, the bomb of the sky* 

Over the dog-star, over the wain. 

Over the cloud, and the rainbow's mane; 
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Orer the moootain, aid over tiie 
Hasle — haste — haste to me! 



Then here's for troohley and here's for smaity 
And here's for the pang that seeks the heart ; 
Here's for madness, and here's for thraD, 
And here's for consdenoe, the worst of all ! 



HOW DEAR TO ME THE HOUR. 
Aia— «< The TwMmg of the Bope,** 

How dear to me the hour when daylight springs, 
And sheds new glories on the opening view, 

When westward far the towering mountain flings 
His shadow, fringed with rainbows on the dew,. 

And the love-waken'd lark enraptured springs 
To heaven's own gate, his carols to renew ! 

In every flowering shrub then life is new. 
As opening on the sun its gladsome eye; 

So is life's morning — blithely we pursue 
Hope's gilded rainbow of the heavenly dye^ 

Till worn and weary we our travel rue> 

And in life's cheerless gloaming yearn and die ! 



THE HILL OF LOCHIEL. 

Long have I pined for thee, 
Land of ray infancy 
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Now wiU I kneel on thee» 

HiU of Lochiel I 
Hill of the sturdy steer. 
Hill of the roe and deer. 
Hill of the streamlet clear, 

I love thee well ! 

When in my youthful prime, 
Correi or crag to climh» 
Or tow'ring cli£f suhlime, 

Was my delight ; 
Scaling the eagle*s nest. 
Wounding the raren's breast, ^ 
Skimming the mountain's crest. 

Gladsome and light. 

Then rose a bolder game,— - 
Young Charlie Stuart came, 
Cameron, that loyal name, 

Foremost must be ! 
Hard then our warrior meed. 
Glorious our warrior deed, 
Till we were doom'd to bleed 

By treachery ! 

Then did the red blood stream, 
Then was the broadsword s gleam 
Quench 'd ; in fair freedom's beaia 

No more to shine I 
Then was the morning's brow, 
Red with the fiery glow ; 
Fell hall and hamlet low, 

AU that were mine. 
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Far in a hostile land, 
Stretch'd on a foreign strand. 
Oft has the tear-drop bland 

Scorch'd as it felL 
Once was I spum'd from thee. 
Long have I moum'd for thee, 
Now I'm retum'd to thee, 

HUl of Lochiel ! 



THE FLOWERS OF SCOTLAND!. 
AiB~<< Tke Blue BeUs ^Scotlcmd."* 

What are the flowers of Scotland, 

All others that excel ? 
The lovely flowers of Scotland, 

AH others that excel ! 
The thistle s purple bonnet. 

And bonny heathor bell, 
O the/re the flowers of Scotland 

All others that excel ! 

Though England eyes her roses,. 

With pride shell ne'er forego. 
The rose has oft been troddeti 

By foot of haughty foe ; 
But the thistle in her bonnet blue. 

Still nods outow'r the fell. 
And dares the proudest foeman 

To tread the heather belL 
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Far the wee bit leaf o' Ireland, 

Alack and well-a-day ! 
For Uka hand is free to pu' 

An' steal the gem away : 
Bat the thistle in her bonnet blue 

Still bobs aboon them a' ; 
At her the bravest darena blink. 

Or gie his mou a thraw. 

Up wi' the flowers o' Scotland, 

The emblems o' the free, 
Their guardians for a thousand years. 

Their guardians still well be. 
A foe had better brave the deil 

Within his reeky cell, 
Than our thistle's purple bonnet* 

Or bonny heather belL 



THE BONNIE LASS OP DELORAINE. 
AiB— «« Maid oflsla." 

Still must my pipe lie idle by. 

And worldly cares my mind annoy? 
Again its softest notes 111 try, 

So dear a theme can never cloy. 
Last time my mountain harp I strung, 

'Twas she inspired the simple strain,— 
That lovely flower so sweet and young, 

The bonnie lass of Deloraine. 

V. X 
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How blest the breese's balmy ughs 

Around her ruddy lips that blow t 
The flower that in her bosom dies ; 

Or grass that bends beneath her toe. 
Her cheek's endowed with powers at will 

The rose's richest shade to drain ; 
Her eyes, what soft enchantments fill ! 

The bonnie lass of Deloraine* 

Let Athol boast her birchen bowers. 

And Lomond of her isles so green ; 
And Windermere her woodland shores ; 

Our Ettrick boasts a sweeter scene : 
For there the evening twilight swells 

With many a wild and melting strain ; 
And there the pride of beauty dwells, 

The bonnie lass of Deloraine. 

If Heaven shall keep her aye as good. 

And bonnie as she wont to be, 
The world may into Ettrick crowd. 

And nature's first perfection see. 
Glencoe has drawn the wanderer's eye» 

And StaiFa in the western main ; 
These natural wonders ne'er can vie 

Wi' the bonnie lass of Deloraine. 

May health still cheer her beauteous face, 
And round her brow may honour twine ; 

And Heaven preserve that breast in peace* 
Where meekness, love, and duty join ! 

But all her joys shall cheer my heart. 
And all her ^neU ikYiaSiX ^^^ m^ ^^nm \ 
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For Dever from my soul shall part 
The bonnie lass of Delorame. 



THE TWO MEN OF COLSTON t 

OB, 

THE TRUE ENGLISH CHABACTEB. 

Returning to my old friends the Jacobites again, I venture to pfresent my 
Kaders with three pretended Cumberland ones, which I introduced in an 
old Magasine as follows : — ** Two Scotsmen come t<» a poor widow's house 
in Comberiand, in search of old songs, having heard that she was in posses- 
sion of s<«ie. She tells them that she has plenty, but that they were all 
written by her brwother TVrominjf, and proceeds to say, * Whoy, didst thou 
nearer heaor of Twommy ? I tho wt all Cooamberiand had knwoan brwo- 
ther Twommy« Him woe a swart oof, a keynd of a dwomony, whoy had 
uwore lear nwor wot to gnyde it ; and they ca'd him the leympyng dwo- 
m<my, for heym woe 9 creypple all the days of heym's layfe. A swort of a 
treyffing nicky-nacky bwody he wos, and neiver had the pooar to dey a 
gode torn eyther to the sel o' heym, or wony yan belannged till heym. 
Aweel, thon'lt no bender Twommy, but he'll patch up a' the feyne ould 
aangs i* the weyde warld, and get them prentit in a beuk. And sae, efter 
he had spent the meast pairt o* him's leyfe gathering and penning, he gyangs 
his ways to Caril, whoy but he, to maik a greyt fortune. Whew ! the preu« 
ter woad nearer look at nowther heym nor his lawlyess syangs Twommy 
was rery crwoss than, and off he sets wey them crippling all the way till Bdin- 
boroutih, and he woffers them till a measter prenter for a greyte sworn of 
mwoney. Key, he would nae byite ! Then he woffers them till anwother 
measter prenter. He woe reather better, for he woffered 1 wommy a beauk 
o* prented syangs for his wretten yarn. * Wow, Twommy, man !* quoth I, 
* but thou wast a great feul no till chap him, for then thou wadst hae had a 
beuk that every body could heare read, wheyras thou hast now neything 
but a batch o' scrawls, that nay body can read but the sell o' theo.' Twom- 
my brought heame his beauk o' grand syangs yance myair ; but at last there 
ewoms a Scots chap to Caril, speering after ooar Twommy 's syangs, and 
then, peur man, he was up as heyly as the wund, expecting to pouch the 
hale mony o* the keuntrey. But afore the Scots gentleman came back, 
there cwomes anwother visitor, by the bye, and that was Mr Palsy, and he 
teuk off peur Twommy leyke the shot of a gun, and then all his grand 
schemes war gyane leyke a blast o' wunn. The syangs are all to the fore, 
and for ney euse, that I can sey, but meaking sloughs to the wbeeal spin* 
die.'— Of course, the three following Jacobite ballads are extracted from 
'Twommy's beuk.* ** 
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•• Whoy, Josey mon, where be'st thou gwoing 

Woth all thyne own horses and keye, 
With thy pocks on thy back, leyke a pether, 

And bearnies and baggage forby ?" 
*' Whoy, dom it, mun, wost thoa nwot hearing 

Of all the bwad news that are out> 
How that the Scwots rascals be cwoming 

To reave all our yauds and our nout ? 

*' So I's e'en gwoing up to the mmrlands, 

Amang the weyld floshes to heyde. 
With all my heall haudding and gyetting. 

For fear that the worst should betyde. 
Lword, mon ! hast thou neaver been hearing, 

There's noughts bwot the deavil to pay. 
There's a Pwope cwoming down fro' the Heylands, 

To berry, to bwom, and to slay ? 

*' He has mwore nor ten thwosand meale weyming. 

The fearswomest creatures of all. 
They call them Rebellioners — dom then ! 

And cannie-buUs swome do them calL 
Whoy, mon, they eat Chreastians lyke robbita. 

And bworn all the chworches for fwon ; 
And we're all to be mwordered togyther. 

Fro* the beam to the keyng on the thrwone. 

** Whoy, our keyng he sends out a greyt general, 

With all his whole army, nwo less ; 
And what dwoes this Pwope and his menzie ? 

Whoy, Twommy mon, feath thou 'It nwot guess? 
Whoy, they fwalls all a-rworing and yelling, 

Leyke a pack oi mad Yvowuds 'wetft \Jftftvt %<iw\s ; 
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And they cwomes wopen-mouth on our 8wodgera, 
And eats them wop, bwodies and sowls ! 

** Whoy» Heaster, what deavel's thou dwoing ? 

Come, caw up the yaud woth the cart ; 
Let us heaste out to Bwarton's weyld shieling* 

For my blood it runs cold at my heart. 
So fare thee weal, Twommy — Is crying — 

Commend me to Mwoll and thyne wyfe ; 
If thou see'st oughts of Jwhony's wee Meary, 

Lword, tell her to rwon for her lyfe 1" 

** Whoy, Josey mon, surely thou'st raTing, 

Thou*st heard the wrong seyd of the treuth ; 
For this is the trub Kbtno that's cwoming, 

A brave and mwoch-wrong'd rwoyal yeuth. 
Thou's ignorant as the yaud that thou reyd'st on. 

Or cauve that thou dreyv*st out to the Iwone ; 
For this Pwope is the Prince Charles Stuart, 

And he's cwome bwot to clayme what's his own. 

'' His feythers have held this ould keyngdom 

For a meatter of ten thowsand years^ 
Till there cwomes a bit dwom'd scrwogy bwody, 

A tbeyvish ould rascal, I hears ; 
And he's stown the brave honest lad's crown fro'm. 

And kick'd him out of house and hould, 
And rewin'd us all with taxations. 

And hang'd up the brave and the bwold. 

" Now, Josey mon, bow wod'st thou lyke it. 
If swome c rabbit half- wotted lown 

X 2 
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Sboold cvome and aene oo thy bit haoddhift. 
And drojre tfaee fro' aD that's tbejne own ? 

And, Joaej mon, how wod*tt thou lyke It, 
If thou in thejne freands had swome bwope, 

If they should aD twom their backs on diee. 
And can thee a thief and a Pwope TT 

*' Whoy, Hcaster, where deaYefs thoa gwo'nir» 

Thoult droyre the onld creature to dead ; 
Mould still the cart tOl I conseyder,— - 

Gyang, take the oold yaad bee the head. 
Whoy, Twommy mon, what wast thoa saying ? 

Cwome, say't aU again without feal ; 
If thoalt swear unto all thou hast tonld me^ 

I've had the wrong sow bee the teaL" 

*' m swear unto all I has tould thee. 

That this is our true Soveeeign Ketno ; 
There never was house so ill gueydit. 

And bee swuch a dwort of a theyng." 
** Bwot what of the cannie-buUs, Twommy ? 

That's reyther a doubtful concern ; 
The thoughts of these hworrid meale weejming 

Make me tremble for Heaster and beam ?" 

*• They're the clans of the Nworth, honest Josey, 

As brave men as ever had breath ; 
TheyVe ta'en the hard seyde of the quorrel. 

To stand by the reyght until death. 
They have left all their feythers and mwothers. 

Their weyves and their sweethearts and all, 
And their heames,.and their dear little beamies. 

With their true prince to stand or to fall.** 
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"^ Oh, Gwod bless their sowls, honest fellows ! 

Lword, Twommy ! I's crying like mad ! 
I dwont know at all what's the matter> 

But 'tis summat of that rwoyal lad. 
Hoy, Heaster ! thou fusionless hussey, 

Tworn back the yaad*s head towards heame ; 
Get wop on the twop of the panniels. 

And dreyve back the rwod that thou keaine. 

** Now Twommy, Is done leyke mee betters, 

Is changed seydes, and sey let that stand. 
And, mwore than mwost gentles can say for, 

Tve changed both with heart and with hand ; 
And, since this lad is oub true Soyeeino, 

111 geave him all that I possess, 
And 111 feyght for him too, should he need it,— 

Can any true swobject do less ?" 

" Now geave me theyne hand, honest Josey, 

That's spoke lyke a true Englishman ; 
He needs but a pleyne honest stworey. 

And he*ll dwo what's reyght if he can. 
Cwome thou down to ould Nanny Cworbats, 

I'll give thee a quart of good brown. 
And we'll dreynk to the health of Prince Charles, 

And every true man to his own." 



RED CLAN-RANALD*S MEN 



Is likewise a pretended transcript from the *' Dwomony's beiik," and re. 
Iktesto the skirmish nn Clifton Moor, on the 18th of December, 1745. where a 
party of McDonalds, left to guard the baggage, so gallantly repulsed two re- 
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fi f u at cavaky, VSBBmg oob iMadred aad ifty of thcna, and wuandmf 
Btjre, wlule the HigUuiden lost only twcniy-fonr iB alL 

Theke's news — news — gallant news. 

That Caril disna ken, joe 
There's gallant news of tartan trews. 

And red Clan-Ranalifs men, joe. 
There has heen blinking on the bent. 

And slashing on the fell, joe ; 
The red-coat sparks hae got their yerks. 

But Caril darena teU, joe. 

The prig dragoons they swore by 'zoons, 

The rebels' hides to tan, joe ; 
But when they fiind the Highland brand. 

They funkit and they ran, joe. 
And had the frumpy froward Duke, 

Wi* a' his brags o' weir, joe. 
But met our Charlie hand to hand. 

In a* his Highland gear, joe ; 

Had English might stood by the right. 

As they did vaunt fu' vain, joe, 
Or played the parts of Highland hearts. 

The day was a' our ain, joe. 
We darena say the right's the right. 

Though weel the right we ken, joe | 
But we dare think, and take a drink 

To red Clan-Ranald's men, joe. 

Afore I saw our rightfu' prince 
Frae foreign foggies flee, joe. 
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I'd lend a hand at Cumberland 
To rowe it in the sea, joe. 

Come fill a cup, and fill it up. 
Well drink the toast ye ken, joe. 

And add, beside, the Highland plaid. 
And red Clan-Ranald's men, joe. 

We'll drink to Athole's gallant band. 

To Cluny of the Glen, joe, 
To Donald Blue, and Appin true, 

And red Clan-Ranald's men, joe ; 
And cry out news— our gallant newsy 

That Caril disna ken, joe. 
Our gallant news of tartan trews. 

And red Clan-Ranald's men, joe. 



UP AN* BIN AW A*, GEORDIE. 

It U ai^ty that we cannot fother this on the ideal " Dwomony" altogre- 
er. Howerer, it is not just so bad when considered that it is an answer 
a Whig song of 174€» beginning, ** Up an* rin awa*, Charlie,** fto. 

Up an* rin awa*, Geordie, 

Up an' rin awa', Geordie, 
For feint a stand in Cumberland 

Your troops can mak ava, Geordie. 
Tour bauld militia are in qualms, 

In ague fits an' a', Geordie, 
And auntie Wade, wi' pick an' spade. 

Is delving through the snaw, Geordie. 
Up an' rin awa', Geordie, Ike. 



i 
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The lads o' Westmoreland came up, 

An' wow but they were braw, Geordiei 
But took the spavie in their houghs, 

A n limpit fast awa\ Geordie. 
O had ye seen them at their posts* 

Wi' backs against the wa', Geordie, 
Ye wad hae thought — It matters not— 

Flee over seas awa', Geordie. 

Up an' rin awa', Geordie, Ste. 

These Highland dogs, wi* hose an' brogs^ 

They dree nae cauld at a', Geordie ; 
Their hides are tann'd like Kendel bend. 

An' proof to frost an' snaw, Geordie. 
They dive like moudies in the yird. 

Like squirrels mount a wa', Geordie ; 
An' auld Carlisle, baith tower an' pile, 

Has got a waesome fa', Geordie. 

Up an' rin awa', Geordie, ftd 

Brave Sir John Pennington is fled, 

An' Doctor Waugh an' a', Geordie; 
And Humphrey Stenhouse he is lost. 

And A eron .bank's but raw, Geordieii 
And Andrew Pattison's laid bye. 

The prince of provosts a', Geordie ; 
'Tis hard to thole, for gallant soul> 

His frostit thumbs to blaw, Geordie. 

Up an' rin awa*, Geordie, to 

Prince Charlie Stuart's ta'en the road. 
As fast as he can ca', Geordie, 



HONGS. 125 

The drones to drWe frae out the hive, 

An* banish foreign law, Geordie. 
He's o'er the Mersey, horse an' foot. 

An' braid claymores an' a', Geordie ; 
An' awsome forks, an' Highland durks. 

An' tbae*s the warst of a', Geordie. 

Up an' rin awa', Geordie, ftc 

I canna tell, ye ken yourseU, 

Your Cedth, an' trust, an' a', Geordie ; 
But 'tis o'er true your cause looks blue, 

'Tis best to pack awa', Geordie. 
An' ye maun tak your foreign bike, 

Your Turks, an' queans, an* a', Geordia^ 
To pluff an' trig your braw new wig. 

An' your daft pow to claw, Geordie, 

Up an' rin awa', Geordie, &c. 

There^s ae thing I had maist forgot. 

Perhaps there may be twa, Geordie : 
Indite us back, when ye gang hame. 

How they received you a , Geordie. 
An' tell us how the langkail thrive, 

An' how the turnips raw, Geordie ; 
An' how the seybos an' the leeks 

Are brairding through the snaw, Geordie, 
Up an' rin' awa*, Geordie, &a 

That Hanover^s a dainty place, 
It suits you to a straw, Geordie ; 

Where ane may tame a buxom dame, 
An' chain her to a wa', Geordie. 
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An' there a man may born his cqi. 
His hal, an' wig, an' a', Geardk; 

They're a' sae daft, joor scanty wits 
Will ne'er be miss*!! ava, Geordie. 

Up an' rin awa', Creordie, fte. 

Tov^Te lost the land o' cakes an' weir, 

Aold Caledonia, Geordie; 
Where fient a stand in a* the land. 

Tour Whigs can mak ava, Geordie. 
Then tak leg-bail, an' fare-ye-weel. 

Your motley group an' a', Geordie ; 
Theresa mony a ane has rued the day 
That ye cam here aya, Geordie. 
Up an' rin awa', Geordie, 
Up an' rin awa', Geordie, 
For fient a stand in all England 

Your Whigs dare mak ava, Geordie I 

MY LOVE'S BONNY. 

Mt love's bonny as bonny can be. 

My love's blithe as the bird on the tree ; 

But I like my bonny lass, an' she loes me, 

An* well meet by our bower in the morning. 
O, how I will cling unto my love's side» 
And I will kiss my bonny, bonny bride; 
And ril whisper a vow, whatever betide. 

To my little flower in the morning. 

Her breath is as sweet as the fragrant shower 
Of dew that is blawn frae the rowan-tree flowei 
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Oh ! nerer were the sweets of Tenud bower. 
Like my love's cheek io the morniiig. 

Her eye m the hlue-bell of the spring. 

Her hau' is the blackbiid s bonny wing ; 

To her dear suie, oh ! how II] cling, 
On our greenwood walk in the rooming. 



THE OLOAMIN*. 

Thb gloamin' irae the welkin high 

Had chased the bonny gonden gleam ; 
The cortain'd east, hi erknson die. 

Lay mirror'd on the tinted stream ; 
The wild-rose, blushing on tiie brier. 

Was set wi' draps o' pearly dew. 
As full and dear the bursting tear 

That row'd ki BUen's een o' Uue. 

She saw the dear, the little cot, 

Where fifteen years flew swiftly by, 
An* sair she wail'd the hapless lot 

That forced her frae that hame to fly. 
Though blithe an' mild the e'ening smiled. 

Her heart was rent wiT anguish keen ; 
The mayis ceased his music wild. 

And wonder'd what her plaint could mean. 

A fringe was round tbe orient drawn, 

A mourning reil it seem*d to be ; 

The star o' lo^fe look'd pale and wan. 

As if the tear were in her ee. 
V. y 
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The dowy dell, the greenwood tree, 

With all their inmates, 8eem*d to mourn ; 

Sweet Ellen's tears they doughtna see. 
Departing never to return. 

Alas ! her grief could not he spoke. 

There were no words to give it name ; 
Her aged parents' hearts were broke, 

Her brow imbued with burning shame* 
That hame could she ne'er enter msdr, 

Ilk honour'd &ce in tears to see. 
Where she so oft had join'd the prayer 

Pour'd frae the heart so fervently. 

Ah, no ! the die was foully cast. 

Her fondest earthly hope was gone: 
Her soul had brooded o'er the past. 

Till pale despair remain 'd alone. 
Her heart abused, her love misused, 

Her parents drooping to the tomb, 
• Weeping, shewed to desert bed, 

To perish in its ample dome. 



AULD ETTRICK JOHN. 
Aia — " JRothiemurchies Rant." 

There dwalt a man on Ettrick side. 
An honest man I wat was he, 

His name was John, an' he was bom 
A year afore the thretty.three. 
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He wed a wife when he was young. 
But she had dee*d, and John was wae ; 

He wantit lang, at length did gang 
To court Nell Brunton o' the Brae. 



Auld John cam daddin' down the hilly 

Hb arm was waggin* manfullye. 
He thought his shadow look'd nae ill, 

As aft be keek*d aside to see ; 
His shoon war four punds weight a-piece. 

On ilka leg a ho had he, 
His doublet Strang was large an' lang. 

His breeks they hardly reach 'd his knee ; 

Hb coat was thread about wi' green» 

The moths had wrought it muckle harm. 
The pouches war an ell atween, 

The cuff was fauldit up the arm ; 
He wore a bonnet on hb head. 

The bung upon hb shoulders lay, 
An' by its neb ye wad hae read 

That Johnnie view'd the milky way : 

For Johnnie to himsell he said. 

As he came duntin' down the brae, 
*' A wooer ne'er should hing hb head. 

But blink the breeze an' brow the day ;" 
An' Johnnie said unto himsell, 

* ' A wooer rbks nae broken banes ; 
I'll tell the lassie sic a tale 

Will gar her look twa gates at anes. " 
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But yet, for a' his antic dreps. 

His cheeks wi* healthy red did glow ; 
His joints war knit and firm like bras9» 

Though siller-grey his he^d did grow^ 
An' John, although he had nae lands. 

Had twa gude kie amang the knowes ; 
A hunder pands in honest hands. 

An' sax-an.thretty doddit yowes. 

An' Nelly was a sonsy lass, 

Fu ripe an' ruddy was her moii'. 
Her een war like twa beads o' glass. 

Her brow was white like Cheviot woo ; 
Her cheeks war bright as heather-bells. 

Her bosom like December snaw. 
Her teeth war whiter nor egg-shells. 

Her hair was like the hoody craw.* 

'■ ' III ; J I I • 

* In another edition the conrliirion of the &ong ftamli 11^2 

** Gadewife," quo John, as he sat dowa, 

I'm come to court your daoghtfr Nell; 
An' if I die immediately 

She shall hae a* the gowd hersd. 
An' if I chance to hae a son, 

rU breed him up a braw divine ; 
An* I'll provide for a* the lave. 

Although qre thiNild hae augfaA or idiM^** 

Wi* little say he wan the day. 

She soon became his bonpie brides 
But ilka joy is fled away 

Frae Johnnie's cantie ingle sidew 
She frets, an' greets, an' visits aft. 

In hopes some lad will see her hame ; 
But never ane will be sae daft 

As tent aold Johnnie's flidcy dame. 
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John crackit o' his bob-tail 'd yowes ; 

He crackit o' his good milk-kie. 
His kebbucks, hams, an' cogs o' brose. 

An' sUler out at trust forby ; 
An' aye he sbow'd his boordly limb, 

As bragging o* his feats sae rare, 
An' a' the honours paid to him 

At kirk, at market, or at fair. 

Wi' sicklike say he wan the day, 
Nell soon became his dashin' bride ; 

But ilka joy soon fled away 

Frae Johnnie's canty ingle side; 



An' John will be a gaiahen soon ; 

His teeth are frae their sockets flown ; 
The hair's peeled aff his head aboon ; 

His face is milk-an*- water grown : 
His legs, that firm like pillars stood. 

Are now grown tootu an* unco sma* ; 
She's reared him sair o' flesh an* blnid. 

An* peace o* mind— the warst ot a*. 

Let ilka lassie tak a man. 

An* ilka callan tak a wife ; 
Bat yoath wi* yoath gae hand in hand. 

Or time the sweetest jojrs o* life. 
Ye men whase heads are taming grey, 

Wha to the grave are hasting on. 
Let reason aye yoar passion sway. 

An* mind the fate o* Ettrick John. 

An* a* ye lasses, plump iui' Ikir, 

Let pure affection guide your hand. 
Nor stoop to lead a life o* care 

^in* withered age for gear or land. 
When ilka lad your beauty slights. 

An* ilka smile shall yield to wae. 
Yell mind the lang an' lanesome nights 

O' Nell the Lassie o* the Brae. 
Y 2 
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For there was fretting late an' air, 
An' something aye a^waniing stilly 

The saucy taunt an' bitter jee r . 
Now, sic a life does unco iU. 

An' John will be a gaishen soon ; 

His teeth are frae thdr fockets flowe ; 
The hair's peel'd a£f his head aboon ; 

His face is milk- an'- water grown ; 
His legs, that firm like pillars stood, 

Are now grown toom an' unco sma' ; 
She's reaved him sair o' flesh an' blood 

An' peace o' mind, the warst of a*. 

May ilka lassie understand 

In time the duties of a wife ; 
But youth wi' youth gae hand in hand* 

Or time the sweetest joys o' lli'e. 
Ye men whase heads are turning greyt 

Wna to the grave are hasthi' on, 
Let reason a' your passions sway. 

An' mind the fate o' Ettrick Juhu. 

Ye lasses, lightsome, blithe, an' fair. 

Let pure afiection win the hand ; 
Ne'er stoop to lead a life o' care 

Wi* doited age, for gear or land. 
When ilka lad your beauty slights. 

An' ilka blush is broke wi' wae, 
Ye'ii mind the lang an" lanesome nights 

O Nell, the lassie o' the Brae. 
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DOCTOR MONROE. 

** Dbar Doctor, be clever, an' fling aff your bea?«r» 

Come, bleed me an' blister me, dinna be slow ; 
I'm sick, I'm exhausted, my prospects are blasted. 

An' a' driven heels o'er head, Doctor Monroe !" 
'* Be patient, dear fellow, your foster your fever ; 

Pray, what's the misfortune that troubles you so ?" 
" O, Doctor! Tm ruin'd, I'm ruin'd for ever^- 

My lass has forsaken me. Doctor Monroe ! 

'* I meant to have married, an' tasted the pleasures, 

The sweets, the enjoyments from wedlock that flow ; 
But she's ta'en another, an' broken my measures. 

An' fairly dumfounder*d me. Doctor Monroe ! 
I am fool'd, I am dover'd as dead as a herring — 

Good sir, you're a man of compassion, I know; 
Come, bleed me to death, then, unflinching, unerring. 

Or grant me some poison, dear Doctor Monroe !" 

The Doctor he flang aff his big-coat an' beaver. 

He took out his lance, an' he sharpen 'd it so ; 
No judge ever look'd more decided or graver — 

'' I've oft done the same, sir," says Doctor Monroe, 
** For gamblers, rogues, jockeys, and desperate lovers. 

But I always make charge of a hundred, or so." 
The patient look'd pale^ and cried out in shrill quavers 

*' The devil ! do you say so, sir, Doctor Monroe?" 

" O yes, sir, I'm sorry there's nothing more common ; 
I like it — it pays — but, ere that length I go, 
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A man that goes mad for the love of a woman 
I sometimes can cure with a lecture, or so." 

'* Why, thank you, sir ; there spoke the man and tbe 
friend too ; 
Death is the last reckoner with friend or with foe, 

The lecture then, first, if you please, HI attend to ; 
The other, of course, you know, Doctor Monroe." 

The lecture is said — How severe, keen, an* cutting. 

Of love an' of wedlock, each loss an' each woe, 
The ptitient got up — o*er the floor he went strutting, 

Smiled, caper'd, an' shook hands with Doctor Moiirot 
He dresses, an' flaunts it with Bell, Sue, an' Chirsty, 

But freedom an' fun chooses not to forego ; 
He still lives a bachelor, drinks when he's thirsty.. 

An' sings like a lark, an' loves Doctor Monroe I 

SING ON, SING ON, MY BONNY BIRD. 

Sing on, sing on, my bonny bird. 

The sang ye sung yestreen, O, 
When here, aneath the hawthorn wild 

I met my bonny Jean O! 
My blude ran prinklin' through my veins, 

My hair begoud to steer, O ; 
My heart play'd deep against my breast^ 

When I beheld my dear, O I 

. weal's me on my happy lot, 
O weel's me o' my dearie, 
O weel's me o* the charming spot 
Where a' combined to cheer me \ 
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The mavis liltit on the busb» 

The laverock o'er the green, O, 
The lily bloom 'd, the daisy blush'd» 

But a' war nought to Jean, 01 

Sing on, sing on, my bonny thrush» 

Be nouther fley'd nor eerie ; 
111 wad your love sits iii the bushy 

Thst gars ye sing sae cheerie. 
She may be kind, she may be sweet. 

She may be neat an' clean, O, 
But O, she's but a drysome mate 

Compared wi' bonny Jean, O ! 

If love wad open a' her stores. 

An' a' her blooming treasures, 
An' bid me rise, an' turn an' choose, 
• An' taste her chiefest pleasures, 
My choice wad be the rosy cheek, 

The modest beaming eye, O; 
The auburn hair, the bosom Uat, 

The lips o' coral dye, O ! 

A bramble shade around our head, 

A burnie poppiin by, O ; 
Our bed the sward, our sheet the plaid, 

Our canopy the sky, O ! 
An' here's the burn, an' there's the bush. 

Around the flowery green, O ; 
An' this the plaid, an' sure the lass 

Wad be my bonny Jean, O ! 
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Hear me, thou bonny modest mooDf 

Ye sternies» twinklin' high, O, 
An* a' ye gentle powers aboon. 

That roam athwart the sky, O ! 
Ye see me gratefu' for the past. 

Ye saw me blest yestreen, O, 
An' ever till I breathe my last, 

Ye'U see me true to Jean O ! 

JOCK AN' HIS MOTHER. 
Aia — ** Jackson's cog i* the morning,'* 

** Now, mother, since a' our fine lasses ye saw 
Yestreen at the wedding, sae trig an' sae braw. 
Say, isna my Peggy the flower o' them a', 

Our dance an' our party adorning ? 
Her form is sae fair, an' her features sae fine, 
Her cheek like the lily anointit wi' wine, 
The beam o' her. bonny blue ee does outshine 

The starn that appears i' the morning." 

** Away, ye poor booby ! your skeel is but sma', 
Gin ye marry Peggy ye '11 ruin us a* ; 
She lives like a lady, and dresses as braw. 

But how will she rise i' the morning ? 
She"ll lie in her bed till eleven, while ye 
Maun rise an' prepare her her toast an' her tea; 
Her frien's will be angry an' send ye to sea. 

Dear Jock, tak a thought an* some warning." 

'* O, mother, sic beauty I canna forego, 

I've sworn 1 will have her, come weel or come woe, 
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All' that wad be perjury black as a crow 

To leave her an' think of another." 
** An' if you should wed her, your prospects are fine, 
In meal-pocks and rags you will instantly shine ; 
Gae break your mad vow, an' the sin shall b'e mine — 

O pity yoursell an' your mother !*' 

** I'm sure my dear Peggy is lovely as May, 
An' I saw her father this very same day, 
An' tauld him I was for his daughter away.** 

^' Sure, Jock, he wad tak it for scorning ?'* 
** He said he wad gie me a horse an' a cow, 
A hunder good yowes, an' a pack o' his woo; 
To stock the bit farm at the back o' the brow, 

An' ^e Maggy wark i' the morning." 

*^ Your P^gy is bonny, I weel maun allow, 
An' really 'tis dangerous breakin' a vow ; 
Then tak her — my blessing on Peggy an' you 

Shall tarry baith e'ening an' morning.'* 
So Jock an' his Peggy in wedlock were bound. 
The bridal was merry, the music did sound, 
They went to their bed, whUe the glass it gaed round. 

An' a' wished them joy i' the morning. 



BLITHE AN' CHEERIE. 
Air — " Blithe, blithe, an* merry was she. 

Oh Ettnck clear there grows a brier. 
An' mony a bonnie blooming shaw ; 
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But Peggie's grown the £urett flower 
The braes o' Etirick erer saw. 

Her cheek is like the woodknd rose $ 
Her e'e the violet set wi* dew; 

The lily's fair wiUioat eompare. 
Yet in her bosom tines its hoe. 

Had I as muckle gowd an' gear 

As I could lift unto my knee^ 
Nae tther lass but Peggie dear 

Should eyer be a bride to me. 
O she's blithe, an* O she's cheerie, 

O she's bonnie, frank» an' free ! 
The stemies blight, nae dewy night, 

Could eyer beam like Peggie's ee. 

Had I her hame at my wee houffe, 

That stands aneath yon mountain hlgh» 
To help me wi' the kye an ewes, 

An' in my arms at evening lie ; 
O sae blithe, an' O sae cheerie, 

O sae happy we wad be ! 
The lammie to the ewe is dear. 

But Peggie's dearer far t6 me. 

But I may sigh and stand abeigh, 
An' greet till I tine baith my een ; 

Though Peggie's smile my heart beguiles. 
She disna mind my ?oye a preen. 

I'm sad, an' O I'm sorry ! 
Sad an' sorry may I be ; 

1 may be sick an' very sick. 

But I'll be desperate sweer to dee. 
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4THOL CUMMERS. 

One eroiing in the winter of 1800, 1 was sawing away on the fiddle with 
great energy and eleration, and having executed the strathspey called 
AOkA Cummers, much to my own satisfiaction, my mother said to me, 
" Dear Jimmie, are there ony words to that tune ?**— ** No that erer 1 
heard, mother." — '* O man, it's a shame to hear sic a good tune an' nae 
li^ords till't.' Gae away ben the house, like a good lad, and mak' me a rerse 
tOlt** llie request was instantly complied with. 

Duncan, lad, blaw the cummers. 
Play me round the Athol cummers; 
A' the din o' a' the drummers 
Canna rouse like Athol cummers. 
When I'm dowie^ wet or weary. 
Soon my heart grows light an* cheery. 
When I hear the sprightly nummers 
O' my dear, my Athol cummers ! 

When the fickle lasses vex me. 
When the cares o' life perplex me, 
When I'm fley'd wi' frightfu' rumours. 
Then I lilt o' Athd cummers. 
'Tis my cure for a' disasters, 
Kebbit ewes an* crabbit masters, 
Drifty nights an' dripping summers — 
A' my joy is Athol cummers ! 

Ettrick banks an' braes are bonny, 
Yarrow hills as green as ony ; 
But in my heart nae beauty nummers 
Wi' my dear, my Athol cummers, 
Lomond's beauty nought surpasses. 
Save Breadalbane's bonny lasses ; 
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Bat deep within my spirit slummers 
Something sweet of Athol cummera* 



LOVE LETTER. 

Ah, Maggy, thou art gane away, 

A nd left me here to languish. 
To daunder on frae day to day, 

Swathed in a sort o' angubh. 
My mind's the aspen o' the vale, 

In ceaseless waving motion ; 
'Tis like a ship without a sail, 

On life's unstable ocean ! 

I downa bide to see the moon 

Blink o'er the hill sae dearly, 
Late on a bonny face she shone, 

A face that I loe dearly. 
An* when down by the water clear 

At e'en I'm lonely roaming, 
I sigh, an' think if ane war here, 

How sweet wad fa' the gloaming. 

Ah , Maggy, thou art gane away. 
An' I nae mair shall see thee; 

Now a' the lee-lang simmer day, 
An* a' the night I weary; 

For thou wert aye sae sweet, sae gay, 
Sae teazing an' sae canty, 

* Maidens. 
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I dinna blush to swear an' say. 
In faith I canna want thee 1 

0) in the slippery paths o' love 

Let prudence aye direct thee, 
Let virtue every step approve. 

And virtue will respect thee. 
To ilka pleasure, ilka pang. 

Alack ! I am nae stranger. 
An' he wha aince has wandered wrang, 

Is best aware of danger. 

Bfay sUll thy heart be kind an' true, 

A' ither maids excelling, 
An' heaven shall shed its purest dew 

Around thy rural dwelling. 
Iday flow'rets spring, an' wild birds sing 

Around thee late an* early. 
An' oft to thy remembrance bring 

The lad that loes thee dearly ! 



MISCHIEVOUS WOMAN. 

Could this ill warld hae been contrived 

To stand without mischievous woman. 
How peacefu* bodies might hae lived, 

Released frae a' the ills sae common ; 
But since it is the waefu' case 

That man maun hae this teazing crony. 
Why sic a sweet bewitching face ? 

O had she no been made sae bonny ! 
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I might hme roam'd wi' cheerfo* mind, 

Nte sin or sorrow to betide me, 
As careless as the wandering wind. 

As happy as the lamb beside me ; 
I might hae screw'd my tunefu' pegs. 

And caroird mountain ujrs fu' gaily, 
Had we but wantit a' the M^8| 

wr glossy een sae dark ^* wOy. 

I saw the danger, feared the dart. 

The smile, the air, an' a' sae taking. 
Yet open laid my wareless heart, 

An' gat the wound that keeps me w^kin^ 
My harp waves on the willow green , 

O' wild witch-notes it has nae ony 
Sin' e'er I saw that pawky quean, 

Sae sweet, sae wicked, an' sae bonny ! 



FAIR WAS THY BLOSSOl^t 

Fair was thy blossom, bonny flower. 

That open'd like the rose in May, 
Though nursed beneath the chilly shower 

Of fell regret for love's decay. 
How oft above thy lowly bed, 

When all in silence slumber 'd low. 
The fond and filial tear was shed, 

Thou child of love, of shame, and woe ! 

Fair was thy blossom, bonny flower, 
Fair as the softest wreath of spring, 
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When late I saw thee seek the bower, 
In peace thy morning hymn to sing. 

Thy little foot across the lawn 

Scarce from the primrose press'd the dew ; 

I thought the spirit of the dawn 
Before me to the greenwood flew. 

The fatal shaft was on the wing, 

Thy spotless soul from guilt to sever ; 
A tear of pity wet the string, 

That twanged, and seal*d thine eye for ever. 
I saw thee late the emblem true 

Of beauty, innocence, and truth. 
Stand on the upmost verge in view, 

'Twixt childhood and unstable youth. 

But now I see thee stretch'd at rest — 

To break that rest shall wake no morrow—- 
Pale as the grave-flower on thy breast, 

Poor child of love, of shame, and sorrow ! 
May thy long sleep be sound and sweety 

Thy visions fraught with bliss to be ! 
And long the daisy, emblem meet, 

Shatt shed its earliest tear o'er thee ! 



COURTING SONG. 

T^E day-beam's unco laith to part, 

It lingers o'er yon summit lowering, 

While I stand here with beating heart, 

Behind the brier and willow cow 'ring. 

z 2 
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The gloamin' stern keeks o*er the yoke. 
An' strews wi' goud the stream sae glassy ; 

The raven sleeps aboon the rock. 
An' I wait for my bonny lassie. 

Wee! may I tent the siller dew, 

That comes at eve sae saftly stealing; 
The silken hue, the bonny blue, 

O* nature's rich an' radiant ceiling. 
The lily lea, the vernal tree, 

The night-breeze o'er the broomwood creeping ; 
The fading day, the milky way, 

The star* beam on the water sleeping. 

For gin my lassie were but here. 

The jewel of my earthly treasure, 
m hear nought but her accents dear, 

Whisper'd in love's delicious measure. 
Although the bat, wi' velvet wing, 

Wheels round our bower so dark an' grassy, 
O I'll be happier than a king. 

Placed by thy side, my bonny lassie ! 

Nae art hast thou, nae pawky wile. 

The rapid flow of love impelling ; 
But O the love that lights thy smile, ' 

Wad lure an angel frae his dwelling ! 
There is a language in thy ee, 

A music in thy voice of feeling, 
The mildest virgin modestye. 

An' soul that dwells within revealing. 
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She conies with maiden^s cautious art. 

Her stealing steps to tears impel me, 
For, ah ! the beatings of her heart 

Come flichterin' on the breeze to tell me. 
Flee, a' ye sorrows, on the wind, 

Ye warldly cares. 111 lightly pass ye; 
Nae thought shall waver through my mindy 

But raptures wi' my bonny lassie. 



THERE'S NAE LADDIE COMING. 

There's nae laddie coming for thee, my dear Jean, 
There's nae laddie coming for thee, my dear Jean ; 
I hae watch'd thee at mid-day, at morn, an' at e*en, 
An' there's nae laddie coming for thee, my dear Jean. 
But be nae down-hearted though lovers gang by, 
Thou'rt my only sister, thy brother am I ;. 
An* aye in my wee house thou welcome shalt be, 
An' while I hae saxpence, I'll share it wi' thee. 

Jeanie, dear Jeanie, when we twa were young, 

1 sat on your knee, to your bosom I clung ; 

You kiss'd me, an' clasp 'd me, an' croon 'd your bit sang. 

An' bore me about when you hardly dought gang. 

An' when I fell sick, wi' a red watery ee. 

You watch'd your wee brother, an' fear'd he wad dee; 

I felt the cool hand, and the kindly embrace. 

An' the warm trickling tears drappin aft on my face. 

Sae wae was my kind heart to see my Jean weep, 
I closed my sick ee, though I wasna asleep; 
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An' III never forget till the day that I dee. 
The gratitude, due, my dear Jeanie, to thee ! 
Then be nae down-hearted, for nae lad can feel 
Sic true loye as I do, or ken ye sae wee! ; 
My heart it yearns o'er thee, and grieved wad I be 
If aught were to pact my dear Jeanie an' me. 



APPIE M*OIE. 

O Love has done muckle in city an' glen, 
In tears of the women, an' vows of the men ; 
But the sweet little rogue, w^ his visions o' blissy 
Has never done aught sae unhallow'd as this. 
For what do ye think? — at a dance on the green, 
Afore the dew fell through the gloamin' yestreen. 
He has woundit the bosom, an' blindit the ee, 
Of the flower o' our valley, young Apple M*Gie. 

Young Apple was sweet as the zephyr of even, 
And blithe as the laverock that carols in heaven ; 
As bonny as ever was bud o' the thorn. 
Or rose that unfolds to the breath o' the morn. 
Her form was the fairest o' Nature's design. 
And her soul was as pure as her face was divine. 
Ah, Love I 'tis a shame that a model so true, 
By thee should be melted and moulded anew. 

The little pale flow'rets blush deep for thy blame ; 
The fringe o' the daisy is purple wi' shame ; 
The heath-breeze, that kisses the cheeks o' the free, 
Has a tint of the mellow soft-breathings of thee. 
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Of all the wUd wasters of glee and of hue, 
And eyes that haye depths o' the ocean of blue. 
Love, thou art the chief ! And a shame upon thee, 
For this deed thou hast done to young Appie M'Gie. 



THE GATHERING OF THE CLANS* 

Aiiu-" St Patrick's Day in tht Jfoniin^." 

Thejie's news come ower the Highlands yestreen 
Will soon gar bonnets an' broadswords keen, 
An* philabegs short an' tartans green. 

Shine over the shore in the morning. 
He comes, he comes, our spirits to cheer, 
To cherish the land he holds so dear, 

To banish the reaver. 

The base deceiver, 
And raise the fame of the clans for ever ; 

Our Prince's array 

Is in Moidart bay, 

Come raise the clamour 

Of bagpipes' yamour, 
And join our loved Prince in the morning. 

Come, brave Lochiel, the honour be thine, 

The first in loyal array to shine ; 

If bold Clan-Ranald and thee combine, 

Then who dares remain in the morning? 
Glengarry will stand with arm of steel, 
And Keppoch is blood from head to heel ; 
The Whiggers o' Sky may gang to the deil, 
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When Connal and Donaldy 
And gallant Clan-Ranald, 
Are an in array. 
And hasting away 
To welcome their Prince in the morning. 

The Appin will come while coming is good* 
The stern M'Intosh is of trusty blood, 

M'Kenzie and Fraser 

Will come at their leisure, 
The Whiggers of Sutherland scorning ; 
The Atholmen keen as fire from steel, 
M'Pherson for Charlie will battle the deil. 

The hardy Clan-Donnoch 

Is up in the Rannoch, 
Unawed by the pride of haughty Argyle, 

And lordly Drummond 

Is belted, and coming 
To join his loved Prince in the morning. 

Come all that are true men, steel to the bane, 
Come all that reflect on the days that are gane. 
Come all that hae breeks and all that hae nane, 

And all that are bred unto sorning — 
Come Moidart and Moy, M'Gun and M'Craw, 
M'Dugalds, McDonalds, M'Devils, an' a', 

M' Duffs an' M 'Dumpies, 

M'Leods an* M*Lumpies, 
* With claymores gleaming, 

And standards streaming. 

Come, swift as the roe. 

For weel or for woe. 
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That Whigs in their error 
May quake for terror, 
To see our array in the morning. 

I HAE NAEBODY NOW. 

I HAE naebody now, I hae naebody now 

To meet me upon the green, 
Wi' light locks waving o'er her brow. 

An' joy in her deep blue een ; 
Wi' the raptured kiss an' the happy smiley 

An' the dance o' the lightsome fay. 
An' the wee bit tale o' news the while 

That had happen'd when I was away. 

I hae naebody now, I hae naebody now 

To clasp to my bosom at even, 
O'er her calm sleep to breathe the vow. 

An' pray for a blessing from heaven. 
An* the wUd embrace, an' the gleesome face. 

In the mornmg that met my eye^ 
Where are they now, where are they now ? 

In the cauld, cauld grave they lie. 

There's naebody kens, there's naebody kens» 

An* O may they never prove. 
That sharpest degree o' agony 

For the child o' their earthly love — 
To see a flower in its vernal hour 

By slow degrees decay, 
Then calmly aneath the hand o' death 

Breathe its sweet soul away. 
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O dinin break, wty poor aoU Wort, 

Hor at tby Ion rcpoe. 
For the ansooi Innd tlm dnow the dart 

Was sent fine Ber Father and thme ; 
Tet I mano monm, an* I wiB mourn, 

Eren till mj latest daj. 
For thooffb mj darfing can norer return, 

I can foHow the sooner away* 



TBM 

FOBTY-SECOKD'S WELCOME TO SCOTLAND. 

The Highhmd WmtekT 



Old Sootia ! wake thy mountain strain. 

In all its wildest splendonrs. 
And welcome back the lads agiin* 

Your honour's dear defenders. 
Be erery harp and viol strung;*, 

Till all the woodlands quarer ; 
Of many a band your bards hare sung, 
But never haU*d a braVer. 

Raise high the pibroch, Donald Bane, 

WeVe all in key to cheer it ; 
And let it be a martial strain, 
That warnors bold may hear it« 

Ye lovely maids» pitch high your notes 
As viigin voice can sound them. 

Sing of your brave, your noble Scots» 
For glory blazes round them. 



SOMGS. 151 

Small is the remnant 70a will see. 

Lamented be the others. 
But sneh a stem of such a tree 
Take to your arms Kke brothers. 

Then raise the pibroch, Donald Bane, 

Strike all the glen with wonder ; 
Let the chapter yell, and the drone-notes swell, 
Till music speaks in thunder. 

What storm oan rend your mountain -rock. 

What wave your headlands shiver? 
Long have they stood the tempest's shock. 

Thou know'st they will for ever. 
Sooner your eye those cli£& shall view 

Split by the wind and weather. 
Than foeman's eye the bonnet blue 
Behind the nodding feather. 

O ruse the pibroch, Donald Bane ! 

Our caps to the sky well send them. 
Scotland, thy honours who can stain. 
Thy laurels who dare rend them ! 



I'LL NO WAKE WF ANHIB. 

O, MOTHER, tell the laird o't. 

Or sairly it wiH griere me, O, 
That I'm to ¥rake the ewes the night. 

And Annie's to gang wi' me, O. 
ni wake the ewes my night about. 

But ne'er wi* ane sae saucy, O, 
Nor sit my lane the lee4ang night 

Wi' sic a scornfii' lasue, O : 

^' 2 A 
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lil no wake. 111 no wi^, 
ni no wake wi' Annie, O ; 

Nor sift my lane o'er night wi' 
Sae thraward an' uncanny, O ! 

Dear son, be wise an' warie. 

But never be unmanly, O ; 
I've heard ye tell another tale 

Of young an' charming Annie, O. 
The ewes ye wake are fair enough. 

Upon the brae sae bonny, O ; 
But the laird himsell wad gie them a' 
To wake the night wi' Annie, O. 
He'll no wake, hell no wake, 

Hell no wake wi' Annie, O ; 
Nor sit his lane o'er night wi' ane 
Sae thraward an' uncanny, O ! 

I tauld ye ear', I tauld ye late. 

That lassie wad trapaa ye, O ; 
An' ilka word ye bond to say 

When left alane wi* Annie, O ! 
Take my advice this night for aince, 
Or beauty's tongue will ban ye, O^ 
An' sey your leal auld mother's skiU 
Ayont the muir wi* Annie, O. 
Hell no wake, he'll no wake, 

He'll no wake wi* Annie, O, 
Nor sit his lane o'er night wi' ane 
Sae thraward an' uncanny, O ! 

The night it was a simmer night. 
An' oh the gyen "waaAaxv^X^* <^\ 
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For just ae stemie*s gowden ee 

Peep'd o'er the hill serenely, O. 
The twa are in the flow'ry heath, 
Ayont the muir sae flowy, O, 
An' but ae plaid atween th«in baith, 
An' wasna that right dowie, O ? 
He maun wake, he maun wake, 
He maun wake wi' Annie, O ; 
An' sit his lane o'er night wi' ane 
Sae thraward an' uncanny, O ! 

Neist morning at his mother's knee 

He hlest her love unfeign'dly, O ; 
An' aye the tear fell frae his ee, 

An' aye he clasp'd her kindly, O. 
**0f a' my griefs Vre got amends. 
In yon wild glen sae grassy, O ; 
A woman only woman kens, — 
Your skill has won my lassie, O. 
Ill aye wake, 1*11 aye wake, 

111 aye wake wi* Annie, O, 
An' sit my lane ilk night wi' ape 
Sae sweet, sae kind, an' canny, O IT 

THE LASS O' CARLISLE 

I'll sing ye a wee hit sang, 

A sang i' the aulden style. 
It is of a bonny young lass 

Wha lived in merry Carlisle. 
An* O hut this lass was bonny. 

An' O but this lass was braw« 
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An' she had gowd in her coffers, 

An' that was best of a'. 

» 

Sing hey, hickerty dickerty, 
Hickerty dickerty detff ; 

The lass that.^as gowd an* beaaty 
Has naething on earth to fear ! 

This lassie had plenty o' wooers. 

As beauty an' wealth should hae; 
This lassie she took her a man. 

An' then she could get nae mae. 
This lassie had plenty o' weans, 
That ke^t her hands astir ; 
And then she dee'd and was boridd. 
An' there was an end of her. 
Sing hey, hickerty dickerty, 

Hickerty dickerty dan, 
The best thkig in life is to make 
The maist o't thai we can ! 



MY LOVE Snrs BUT A LASSIE YET. 

My loYQ she*s but a lassie yei, 
A lightsome lovely lassie yet ; 

It scarce wad do 

To sit an' woo 
Down by the stream sae glassy yet* 
But there's a braw time commg yet. 
When we may gang a-roaming yet ; 

An' hint wi' glee 

O* joys to be, 
When fa's the mode%x ^\<Mmuv% ^et 
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She's n^her proud nor saucy yet. 
She's neither plump nor gaucy yet ; 

But just ft jinking, 

Bonny blinl^ing, 
Hilty-skilty lassie yet. 
But O her artless smile's mair sweet 
Than hinny or than marmalete ; 

An' right or wrang. 

Ere it be lang, 
m bring her to a parley yet. 

Vm jealous o' what blesses her, 
The Tery breese that kisses her. 

The flowery beds 

On which she treads, 
Though wae for ane that misses her. 
Then O to meet my lassie yet. 
Up in yon glen sae grassy yet ; 

For all I see 

Are nought to me, 
Save her that's but a lassie yet ! 

THE MOON. 

Now fiire-ye-weel, bonny Lady Moon, 

Wi' thy still look o' maje«tye ; 
For though ye hae a queenly face, 

'Tis e'en a fearsome sight to see. 
Your lip is like Ben-Lomond*s base. 

Your mouth a dark unmeasured dell ; 
Your eebrow like the Grampian raiipe. 

Fringed with the brier an' healViei-WW. 

2A 2 
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Yet still thou bear 'at a human &ce. 

Of calm ao' ghostly dignity ; 
Some emblem there I fain wad trace 

Of Him that made baith you an' me. 
But fare-ye-weel, bonny Lady Moon* 

There's neither stop nor stay jfor me ; 
But when this joyfu' life b done, 

I'll take a jaunt an' visit thee. 



THE WITCH O' FIFE; 

HuERAT, hurray, the jade's aw|iy, 

Like a rocket of air with her bandalet ! 
Vm up in the air on my bonny grey mare. 

But I see her yet, I see her yet. 
I'll ring the skirts o' the gowden wain 

Wi* curb an' bit, wi' curb an' bit ; 
An' catch the Bear by the frozen mane,— - 

An' I see her yet, I see her yet. 

Away, away, o'er mountain an' main, 

To sing at the morning's rosy yett ; 
An' water my mare at its fountain clear,— 

But I see her yet, I see her yet. 
Away, thou bonny witch o* Fife, 

On foam of the air to heave an' flit, 
An' little reck thou of a poet's life. 

For he sees thee yet, he sees thee yet. 
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ROW ON, ROW ON. 



Row on, row on, thou cauldrife wave, 

Weel may you fume, and growl^ and grumbl< 

Weel may you to the tempest rave 

And down your briny mountaiiis tumble ; 

For mony a heart thou hast made cauld. 
Of firmest friend and fondest lover. 

Who lie in thy dark bosom pall'd. 

The garish green wave rollmg over. 

Upon thy waste of waters wide. 

Though ray'd in a^ the dyes o' heaven ! 
I never turn my looks aside. 

But my poor heart wi' grief b riven ; 
For then on ane that loe'd me weel 

My heart wiU evermair be turning ; 
An' oh ! 'tis grievous aye to feel 

That nought remains for me but mourning. 

For whether he's alive or dead. 

In distant land for maiden sighing, 
A captive into slavery led. 

Or in thy beds ot amber lying, 
I cannot tell ; — I only know 

I loved him dearly, and forew|krn'd him } 
I gave him thee in pain and woe. 

And thou hast never more return^ him. 
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Still thou rowest on with sullen roar^ 

A broken heart to thee is nothing ; 
Thou only lovest to lash the shore, 

And jabber out thy thunder, frothing. 
Thy still small voice send to this creek» 

The wavy field of waters over ; 
Oh ! Spirit of the Ocean, speak ! 

And tell me where thou hold st my lover ! 



MARION GRAHAM. 

Awake, my bonny Marion' Graham, 
And see this scene before it closes, 

The eastern lift is a' on flame. 
And a' besprinkled o'er wi' roses ; 

It is a sight will glad your ee, 

A sight my Marion loes to see. 

Here are the streaks of gowden light. 
Fair as my Marion s locks o' yellow ; 

And tints of blue as heavenly bright 
As smile within her ee sae mellow ; 

Her cheeks, young roses, even seem 

To dimple in yon heavenly beam. 

Awake, my bonny Marion Graham, 
Ye never saw sae bright adorning; 

I canna bear that my sweet dame 

Should lose the pleasures o* this morning i 

For what wad a' its beauties be 

Without some likeness unto thee? 
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I see thee in the silver stresm. 

The budding rose, and grseefu' willow ; 

I fee thee in yon morning beam. 
And beauty of the glowing bil!ow ; 

I see thy innocence and glee 

In every lamb that skims the lea. 

And could you trow it, lovely May, 

I see thee in the hues of even. 
Thy virgin bed the milky way. 

Thy coverlet the veO of heaven ! 
There have I seen a vision dim 
Hush'd by an angel's holy hymn, 

Andy Marion, when this morn, above 
The gates of heaven , I saw advancing 

The morning's gem — the star of love. 
My heart with rapture fell a*dancing ; 

Yet 1 in all its rays could see, 

And all its glories, only thee. 

Ah ! Marion Grabfam ! 'tis e'en ower t)^ue» 
And Gude for^e my fond devotion ! 

In earths sweet green, and heaven's blue, 
And all the dyes that deck the ocean. 

The scene that brings nae mind o' thee 

Has little beauty to my ee. 

Get up, ye little wily knave ! 

I ken your pawky jinks an' jeering, 
Tou like to hear your lover rave. 

An' gar him trow ye dinna hear him ; 
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Yet weel this homage you 11 repay ,- 
Get up, my love, an* come away ! 



BIRNIEBOUZLE. 

Aia— «« Braes of TulUmett.*' 

Will ye gang wi' me, lassie. 

To the braes o' Bimiebouzle ? 
Baith the yird an' sea, lassie. 

Will I rob to fend ye. 
rU hunt the otter an' the brock. 
The hart, the hare, an' heather cock. 
An' pu' the limpet aff the rock. 
To batten an' to mend ye. 

If yell gang wi' me, lassie. 

To the braes o' Birniebouzle, 
Till the day you dee, lassie. 

Want shall ne'er come near ye. 
The peats I'll carry in a skull. 
The cod an' ling wi' hooks I'll pull. 
An' reave the eggs o' mony a gull. 
To please my denty dearie. 

Sae canty will we be, lassie, 
At the braes o' Bimiebouzle, 

Donald Gun and me, lassie, 
Ever sail attend ye. 

Though we hae nowther milk nor meal. 

Nor lamb nor mutton, beef nor veal. 
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We*ll fank the porpy and the seal, 
And that's the way to fend ye. 

An' ye sail gang sae braw, lassie, 

At the kirk o' Birniebouzle, 
Wi' littit brogues an' a', lassie. 

Wow but yell be vaunty ! 
An' you sail wear, when you are wed, 
The kirtle an' the Heeland plaid. 
An* sleep upon a heather bed, 

Sae cozy an' sae canty. 

If yell but marry me» lassie. 

At the kirk o' Birniebouzle, 
A' my joy shall be, lassie. 

Ever to content ye. 
Ill bait the line and bear the pail. 
An' row the boat and spread the saiL 
An' drag the larry at my tail. 

When mussel hives are plenty. 

Then come awa wi' me, lassie, 

To the braes o' Birniebouzle ; 
Bonny lassie, dear lassie, 

You shall ne'er repent ye. 
For you shall own a bught o' ewet, 
A brace o' gaits, and byre o' cowa. 
An' be the lady o' my house, 

Aa' lads an' lasses plenty. 
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I 9AB LOST IfT LOTS. 

I HAB lost my love, an' I dinna ken how, 

I hae lost my love, an' I carena; 
For laitb will I be just to lie down an' dee. 

And to sit down an' greet wad be bumly ; 
But a screed </ ill-natore I canna wed help. 

At baring been guIdH unfairiy ; 
An' weel wad I tike to gie women a skelp. 

An' yerk their sweet baffits fu' yarely. 

O I plague on the limmers, sae sly and demure. 

As pawkie as deUs wT their smfling ; 
As fickle as winter, in sunshine and shower. 

The hearts o* a' mankind beguiling ; 
As sour as Decemb^, as soothing as May. 

To suit their ain ends, never doubt them ; 
Tb«r ill faults I eoudna tell ower in a day. 

But their beauty's the warst thing about them ! 

Ay, that's what sets up the haiil warld in a lowe ; 

Make's kingdoms to rise and expire ; 
Man's micht is nae roair tiian a flaughten o' tow. 

Opposed to a bteeze o' reid fire I 
'Twas woman at first made creation to bend, 

And of nature's prime lord made the fellow ! 
An' 'tis her that wiU bring this ill warld to an end, 

An' tbat will be seen an' heard tell o' ! 
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ALLAN DHU. 



I LIKE to see you, Allan Dhu, 

I like wi* you to meet, 
But dinna say to me you Ice, 

For that wad gar me greet. 
I like to see you smile on roe 

Amang our maidens a'. 
But, oh ! ae yow o' love frae you 

I cou'dna stand ara. 

Ay, ye may smile, but dinna speak : 

I ken what ye ye to say ; 
Sae, either hand your tongue sae sleek. 

Or look another way ; 
For, should it be of lore to me. 

In manner soft and bland, 
I wadna ye my fiice should see 

For a' Bredalbin s land. 

Oh ! Allan Dhu, 'tis nought to you 

Of love to gibe and jeer ; * 

But little ken ye of the pang 

A maiden's heart maun bear. 
When a* on earth that she bauds dear, 

The hope that makes her fiii^, 
Ck>mes plump at aince — Oh, me ! the thought 

'Maist turns my heart to stane ! 

No, Allan, no — I winna let 

You speak a word the night ; 
V. ^ U 
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Gang hame, an' write a lang letter. 
For weel ye can indite. 

And be it love, or be it sligbt, 
I then can hae mj will, 

Y\\ steal away, far out o' s^ht. 
An' greet, an' greet my fill. 



LOVE'S VISIT. 

LoTE came to the door o' my heart ae lugfal. 

And he call'd wi^ a whining din — 
'' Oh, open the door ! for it is but thy part 

To let an old crony come in." 
'* Thou sly little elf! I hae open'd to thee 

Far aftener than I dare say; 
An' dear hae the openings been to me. 

Before I could wile you away." 

** Fear not," quo' Love, " for my bow's in the rest, 

And my arrows are ilk ane gane ; 
For you sent me to wound a lovely breast. 

Which has proved o* the marble stane. 
I am sair forspent, then let me come in 

To the nook where I wont to He, 
For sae aft hae I been this door within 

That I downa think to gang by.** 

I open'd the door, though I ween'd it a sin, 
To the sweet little whimpering fay ; 

But he raised sic a buzz the cove within. 
That he fill'd me with wild dismay ; 
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For first I felt sic a thrilling smart. 

And then sic an ardent glow. 
That I fear'd the chords o' my sanguine heart 

War a' gaun to flee in a lowe. 

" Gae away, gae away, thou wicked wean !" 

I cried, wi' the tear in my ee; 
** Ay ! sae ye may say !" quo' he, *' but I ken 

Yell be laith now to part wi' me." 
And what do you think ? — by day and by night. 

For these ten lang years and twain, 
I have cherbh'd the urchin with fondest delight. 

And we'll never mair part again. 



A WIDOWS WAIL. 
Air—" GOderoyr 

THOU art lovely yet, my boy. 
Even in thy winding-sheet ; 

1 canna leave thy comely clay. 

An' features calm an' sweet ! 
I have no hope but for the day 

That we shall meet again. 
Since thou art gone, my bonny boy. 

An* left me here alane ! 

I hoped thy sire's loved form to see, 
To trace his looks ui thine ; 

An' saw with joy thy sparkling ee 
With kindling vigour shine ! 
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I thought, when auld an' frail, I might 

Wi' you an' yours remain ; 
But thou art fled, my bonny boy, 

An' left me here alane ! 

Now closed an' set thy sparkling eye* 

Thy kind wee heart is still, 
An' thy dear spirit fiur away 

Beyond the reach of ill ! 
Ah ! fain wad I that comely clay 

Reanimate again ; 
But thou art fled, my bonny boy. 

An' left me here alane ! 

The flower now fading on the lea 

Shall fresher rise to view, — 
The leaf just falling from the tree 

The year will soon renew ; 
But lang may I weep o'er thy grave 

Ere thou reviv'st again ; 
For thou art fled, my bonny boy. 

An' left me here alane ! 

AULD JOE NICHOLSON'S NANNIl 

Thb daisy is fair, the day lily rare, 

The bud o' the rose as sweet as it*s bonny ; 
But there ne'er was a flower, in garden or bower, 
Like auld Joe Nicholson's bonny Nanny ! 
O, my Nanny ! 
My dear little Nanny ! 
My sweet little niddlety-noddlety Nanny ! 
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There ne'er was a flower> * 

In garden or bower. 
Like auld Joe Nicholson's bonny Nanny ! 

Ae day she came out, wi' a rosy blush. 

To milk her twa kie, sae couthy and canny ; 

I cower'd me down at the back o' the bush. 
To watch the air o* my bouny Naiiny. 
O, my Nanny, &c. 

Her looks that stray'd o'er nature away, 
Frae bonny blue een sae mild an* mellow. 

Saw naething sae sweet in nature's array, 
Though clad in the morning's gowden yellow. 
O, my Nanny, &c. 

My heart lay beating the flowery green 

In quaking, quivering agitation. 
An' the tears cam* tricklin' down frae my een, 

Wi' perfect love an' wi' admiration. 
O, my Nanny, &c. 

There's mony a joy in this warld below. 

An' sweet the hopes that to sing were uncanny; 
But of all the pleasures I ever can know. 

There's nane like the love o* my bonny Nanny.v 
O, my Nanny ! 
My dear little Nanny! 
My sweet little niddlety-noddlety Nanny ! 
There ne'er was a flower, 
In garden or bower. 
Like auld Joe Nicholson's bonny Nauu^ * 

2b 2 



168 80MG8. 



THE BROKEN HEART. 

Wm written in detestatioa of the bdiarioar <rf a gpnttaman (can I flril 
Um so ?) ti> a dearly-beloved yoong rdattre of my own. and whom, at the 
time I wrote this, I never expected to recover from the shock her kind umI 
affeettonate heart had received. It has, howevor, tamed oat a lucky 
appointment for her. 

Now lock my chamber door, father, 

And say you left me sleeping ; 
But never tell my step-mother 

Of all this bitter weeping. 
Nu earthly sleep can ease my smart, 

Or even a while reprieve it ; 
For there's a pang at my young heart 

That never more can leave it ! 

O. let me lie, and weep my fill 

O'er wounds that heal can never ; 
And O, kind Heaven ! were it thy will. 

To close these eyes for ever ; 
For how can maid s ajBTections dear 

Recall her love mistaken ? 
Or how can heart of maiden bear 

To know that heart forsaken ? 

O, why should vows so fondly made. 

Be broken ere the morrow, 
To one who loved as never maid 

Loved in this world of sorrow ? 
The look of scorn I cannot brave, 

Nor pity*s eye more dreary ; 
,A quiet sleep within the grave 

Is all for which I weary 1 
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Farewell, dear Yarrow s mountains green, 

And banks of broom so yellow ! 
Too happy has thb bosom been 

Within your arbours mellow. 
That happiness is fled for aye, 

And all is dark desponding, 
Save in the opening gates of day. 

And the dear home beyond them !* 



OUON.A.RIGH 1 

A. hnmble petition frmn the Ettrick Shephord to his late loved siiverrifrn, 
KiiiK George I V^ to restore the titles of Uie last renuuuits of the brave de- 
fenien of the rights of tbdr aodent dynasty. 

OHON-a-righ 1 

Ohon-a.righ ! 
There's nought but alteration ; 

The men that strove 

Our throne to move. 
And overturn the nation, 

Are a' come round, 

Wi' wit profound. 
To those they branded sairly, 

■•> As a note to the above song, I may quote a stansa from auntlier poem 
written at the same time :— 

Woe to the gnileful tongae that bred 

This disappointment and this pain ! 
Cold-hearted villain ! on his head 

A minstrel's malison remain ! 
Guilt from his brow let ne'er depart. 

Nor shame until his dying day ; 
For he has broke the kindest heart 

That ever bow'd to nature's sway ' 
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An' show more might 
For George 8 right 
Than e er they did for Charlie. 

The day is past^ 
It was the last 

Of suffering and of sorrow, 
And o'er the men 
Of northern glen 

Arose a brighter morrow. 
The pibroch rang 
With bolder clang 

Along the hills of heather ; 
An' fresh an* strong 
The thistle sprung 

That had begun to wither ! 

Our sovereign gone 
Whom we think on 

As sons on sire regarded, 
Of the plaided north 
Beheld the worth 

And loyalty rewarded. 
ReturnM their own, 
And to the throne 

Bound all their spirits lordly. 
Now who will stand. 
With dirk or brand. 

As Donald does for Geordie ? 

Beannaich-an-ri^h ! 
Beannaich-an-righ ! 
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Her nainsell now be praying, 
Though standard praw. 
And broadsword law, 

She all aside be laying, 
With Heelant might, 
For Shorge's right, 

Cot ! put she'll braolich rarely. 
Gin lords her nain 
Pe lords ackain, 

That fell for sake of Charlie ! 



THE LADDIE THAT I KEN O'. 

Thulb's a bonny, bonny laddie that I ken o'. 
There's a bonny, bonny laddie that I ken o*. 
An' although he be but young. 
He has a sweet wooing tonsue, 
The bonny, bonny laddie that I ken o*. 

He has woo'd me for his own, an' I trow him, O, 
For it's needless to deny that I loe him, O ; 

When I see his face come ben , 

Then a' the lads I ken, 
I think them sae far, far below him, O. 

There is Annie, the demure little fairy, O, 
Our Nancy, an' Burns' bonny Mary, O ; 

They may set their caps at him. 

An' greet till they gae b1ir\ 
But his iove for his Jean will never vary^ O. 
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Hell come to me at e'en though he's weary» 
An' the way be baith langsome an' eery, 0» 
An hell tirlat the pin, 
An* cry, << Jeanie, let me in^ 
For my bosom it burns to be near ye, O !* 

He's a queer bonny laddie that I ken o', 
He's a dear bonny laddie that I ken o' ; 
For he'll tak' me on his knee. 
An* he 11 reave a kiss frae me. 
The bonny, bonny laddie that I ken o'. 



ANGEL'S MORNING SONG TO THE SHEPHERD. 

Waken, drowsy slumberer, waken ! 
Over gorse, green broom, and braken. 
From her sieve of silken blue. 
Dawning sifts her silver dew. 
Hangs the emerald on the willow. 
Lights her lamp below the billow. 
Bends the brier and branchy braken — 
Waken, drowsy slumberer, waken ! 

Round and round, from glen and grove. 
Pour a thousand hymns to love ; 
Harps the rail amid the clover, 
O'er the moon-fern whews the plover, 
Bat has hid and heath-cock crow'd, 
Courser neigh'd and cattle low'd, 
Kid and lamb the lair forsaken — 
Waken, drowsy slumberer, waken ! 
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I HAE LOST MY JEANIE, O. 
AiB — *' Lady CuHiiingham*8 Delight" 

O, I hae seen when fields were green, 

An' birds sae blithe an' cheerie, O, 
How swift the day wou'd pass away 

When I was wi' my dearie, O. 
My heart's now sair, my elbows bare. 

My pouch without a guinea, O ; 
ril never taste o' pleasure mair, 

Since I hae lost my Jeanie, O. 

O Fortune, thou hast used me ill ; 

Far waur than my deserving, O ; 
Thrice owre the crown thou st knocked me down. 

An' left me hauflins starving, O : 
Thy roughest blast has blawn the last. 

My lass has used me meanly, O; 
Thy keenest dart has pierced my heart. 

An' ta'en frae me my Jeanie, O. 

I'll nae mair strive, while I'm alive. 

For aught but missing slavery, O ; 
This world's a stage, a pilgrimage, 

A mass o' guilt an' knavery, O: 
If fickle fame but save my name, 

An' frae oblivion screen me, O ; 
Then farewell fortune, farewell love. 

An* farewell, bonnie Jeanie, O! 
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THE BRAES OF BU8HBT. 

Ab glenting cheerfu' siinmer morn. 
As I cam owre the rigs o' Lorn, 
I heard a lassie all forlorn 

Lamenting for her Johnnie, O. 
Her wild notes poured the air alang; 
The Highland rocks an' woodlands rang, 
An* aye the owreword o' her sang 

Was *' Bushby braes are bonnie, O. 

'* On Bushby braes where blossoms blow. 
Where bloom the brier an' sulky sloe. 
There first I met my only joe, 

My dear, my fiiithfii' Johnnie, O. 
The groTe was dark, sae dark an' sweet. 
Where first my lad an' I did meet ; 
The roses blushed around our feet ; 

Then Bushby braes were bonnie, O. 

*' Departed joys, how soft, how dear. 
That frae my ee still wring the tear ! 
Yet still the hope my heart shall cheer 

Again to meet my Johnnie, O. 
The primrose saw, an' blue hare-beU, 
But nane o' them our love can tell, 
The thrilling joy I felt too well 

When Bushby braes were bonnie, O. 

'' My lad is to the Baltic ^ane 

To fight the proud an' doubtfu' Dane: 
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For our success my heart is fain ; 

But 'tis maistly for my Johnnie, O. 
Then, Cupid, smooth the German Sea,' 
An' bear him back to Lorn an' me ! 
An' a' my life 111 sing wi' glee. 

The Bushby braes are bonnie, O." 



THE BLUE AND THE YELLOW. 
Ant, — Whistle, and PU come to ye, nuf Lad. 

If e'er you would be a brave fellow, young man. 
Beware of the Blue and the Yellow,* young man ; 

If ye wud be Strang, 
^ And wish to write lang. 

Come join wi' the lads that get mellow, young man. 
Like the crack o' a squib that has fa'en on, young man, 
Compared wi' the roar o' a cannon, young man. 

So is the Whig's blow 

To the pith that's below 
The beard o' auld Geordie Buchanan, f young man. 

I heard a bit bird in the braken, young man, 

It sang till the Whigs were a' quaking, young man, 

And ay the sad lay 

Was, Alack for the day ! 
For the Blue and the Yellow's forsaken, young man. 



« Referring to the Bdinbni^ Reriew. which has a Blue and Yellow corer . 
t Referring to Blackwood's Magaiine, the cover of which bears a head of 
Gera^ Buchanan. 

V. 2 c 
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The day is arriv'd that's nae joking, young man ; 
'Tis vain to be murmuring and mocking, young man : 

A Whig may be leal. 

But he'll never fight weel, 
As lang as he dadds wi* a docken, young man. 

O wha wadna laugh at their capers, young man ? 
Like auld maidens, fash'd wi' the vapours, young man, 

We have turned them adrift 

To their very last shift, 
That's — puffing the Radical Papers^ young man. 
If ye wad hear tell o' their pingle,* young man, 
Gae list the wee bird in the dingle, young man ; 

Its note o' despair. 

Is sae loud in the air. 
That the windows of heaven play jingle, young man. 

Ill give you a toast of the auldest, young man ; 
The loyal head ne'er was the cauldest, young man ; 

** Our King and his Throne, 

Be his glory our own," 
And the last of his days aye the bauldest, young man.— 
But as for the loun that wad hector, young man, 
And pit us at odds wi' a lecture, young man, 

May he dance cutty-mun,t 

Wi' his neb to the sun. 
And his doup to the General Director, % young man. 



* Ptn^/lff— difficulty. 

t Cutiff'tnunj an old Scottiah tune of exceedingly quick and cnunp 
time. 

t This is a mysterious aUusion to that part of Edinburgh where crimiimb 
were executed. 
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aiB MORGAN O^DOHSBTT^S 

FABEWELL TO SCOTLAND. 

Faeewell, {jBLTewell, beggarly Scotland, 
Cold and beggarly poor countrie. 
If ever I cross thy border again, 
The muckle deil must carry me. 
There's but one tree in a' the land. 
And that's the bonny gallows tree. 
The very nowte look to the south. 
And wish that they had wings to flee. 

Farewell, farewell, beggarly Scotland, 
Brose and bannocks, crowdy and kale ! 
Welcome, welcome, jolly old England, 
Laughing lasses and foaming ale ! 
'Twas when I came to merry Carlisle, 
That out I laughed loud laughters three, 
And if I cross the Sark again 
The muckle ded maun carry me. 

Farewell, fareweU, beggarly Scotland, 

Kilted kimmers, wi' carroty hair, 

Pipers, who beg that your honours would buy 

A bawbee's worth of their famished air. 

I'd rather keep Cad waller's goats. 

And feast upon toasted cheese and leeks. 

Than go back again to the beggarly North, 

To herd 'mang loons with bottomless breeks. 
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REPLY TO SIR MORGAN OTOOHERTYnBI 
FAREWELL TO SCOTLAND. 

Go, get thee gone, thou dastardly Ipon, 
Go, get thee to thine own countrie ; 
If ever you cross the Border again, 
The muckle deil accompany thee. 
There's mony a tree in fair Scotland, 
And there is ane, the gallows-tree. 
On which we hang the Irish rogues, 
A fitting place it is for thee. 

Go, get thee gone, thou dastardly loon, 
Too good for thee is brose and kale : — 
We've lads and ladies gay in the land, 
Bonny lasses, and nut-brown ale. 
When thou goest to merry Carlisle, 
Welcome take thy loud laughters three ; 
But know that the most of our beggarly chm 
Came from the Holy Landy like thee. 

Go, get thee gone, thou beggarly loon. 
On thee our maidens refused to smile :-^ 
Our pipers they scorn*d to beg from thee, 
A half-starved knight of the Emerald Isle. 
Go rather and herd thy father's pigs. 
And feed on 'tatoes and butter-milk ; 
But return not to the princely North, 
Land of the tartan, the bonnet, and kiU. 
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KING WILLIE. 

O, Willie was a wanton wag, 

The blithest lad that e'er I saw • 
He 'mang the lasses bure the brag. 

An' carried aye the gree awa'. 
An' was nae Willie weel worth gouJ ? 

When seas did rowe an' winds did blaw» 
An^ battle's deadly stoure was blent, 

He fought the foremost o' them a*. 

Wha has nae heard o* Willie's fame» 

The rose o' Britain's topmast bough, 
Wha never stain d his gallant name, 

Nor turn'd his back on friend or foe. 
An' he could tak a rantin' glass. 

An' he could chant a cheery strain, 
An' he could kiss a bonny lass. 

An' aye be welcome back again. 

Though now he wears the Britbh crown — 

For whilk he never cared a flee — 
Yet still the downright honest tar. 

The same kind-hearted chield is he. 
An' every night I fill my glass — 

An^ fill it reaming to the brim, 
An' drink it in a glowing heahh 

To Adie Laidlaw"^ an' to him< 

* Queen Adelaide. 
•2 C 2 
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r^e ae advice to gie my King, 

An' that Til gie wi' right good-will. 
Stick by the auld friends o' the crown, 

Wha bore it up through good an' ill : 
For new-made friends, an' new-made lawg, 

They suit nae honest hearts aya ; 
An' Royal Willie's wortn I'U sing 

As lang as I hae breath to draw. 



THE FLOWER OF ANNI8LEY. 

O is she gone ? O is she gone 

From love, from duty, and from uie — 
The fairest flower the sun shone on. 

The lovely maid of Annisley ? 
Thou lonely mourner, tell to me 

Whose was the name thou mentioned'st now, 
With tear drops trickling to thy knee, 

And scathe of sorrow on thy brow ? 

Is Ellen's fair and comely mould 

The inmate of the darkling worm ? 
And does the gravel couch infold 

The mildest, comeliest, earthly form ? 
Yes — here she sleeps in loneliness ! 

She faded with her virgin fame ; 
And now her votaries, numberless. 

Shun even the mention of her name. 

She who pave brilliance to the hall 
And added lightness to the day,-* 
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The meteor of the waterfall. 

The seraph of the sylvan lay, — 
Though pure as mortal thing could be. 

The idol of the adoring throng. 
Emblem of glory's fallacy , 

Fell by the shafts of deadly wroii^. 

*Twas Envy poisoned first the dart. 

And Malice winged it from her bow, 
And deeply was the weetless heart 

Pierced by the sure and secret blow ; 
She trembled, wept, and looked to heaven , 

The die was cast; relief was none 1 
1 hen shunned, unpitied, unforgiven, 

Ellen was left to die alone . 

As ever you saw the young rose tossed , 

Or apple blossom from the tree. 
By tempest or untimely frost. 

So fell the flower of'Annisley ! 
And never was green leaf on the path. 

Or fallen blossom in the clay, 
Trode down the careless foot beneath 

As was the marvel of her day. 

O, virgin beauty ! thou art sweet ! 

Sweet to the soul and to the eye! 
Thy blush, that comes on fairy feet. 

The mirror of the rooming sky ; 
Thy smile of mildness and of love ; 

The aspirations of thy will 
To mercy — well approved above 

By one who owns thy nature ?.\.\\\\— • 
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All, all bespeak thee Nature's flower, 

But O, what snares are laid for thee ! 
As is thy virtue's lordly power 

So is thy danger in d^ree; 
And when, in bounding gaiety. 

Thou walk*st the brink of fear and fever. 
One step aside — and, wo is me ! 

Thou ftdl'st, to rise no more, for ever. 

When doors of mercy fold below. 

Turn thou thy spirit's eyes away 
To where unnumbered glories glow 

In home beyond the solar ray ; 
But for the flower of Annisley, 

While life warms this old breast of mtney 
I'll yearly pour, regretfully, 

The hymn of sorrow o'er her shrine. 



O, LOVE'S A BITTER THING TO BIDE. 
O, Love's a bitter thing to bide, 

■ 

The lad that drees it's to be pitted ; 
It blinds to a' the warld beside, 

A> d maks a body dilde and ditted ; 
It lies sae sair at my breast bane. 

My heart is melting saft an' safter ; 
To dee outright I wad be fain, 

Wer*t no for fear what may be after. 

1 dinna ken what course to steer, 
Tm sae to dool an' daftness driven, 
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For ane sae lovely, sweet, an* dear, 

Sure never breath 'd the breeze o' heayen ; 

O there's a soul beams in her ee^ 

Ae blink o't makes ane's spirit gladder. 

And ay the mair she geeks at me» 
It pits me aye in love the madder. 

Love winna heal, it winna thole. 

You canna shun*t e'en when you fear it ; 
An' O, this sickness o' the soul, 

'Tis past the power of man to bear it ! 
And yet to mak o' her a wife, 

I couldna square it wi' my duty, 
I'd like to see her a' her life 

Remain a virgin in her beauty ; 

As pure as bonny as she's now, 

The walks of human life adorning ; 
As blithe as bird upon the bough, 

As sweet as breeze of summer morning. 
Love paints the earth, it paints the sky. 

An' tints each lovely hue of Nature, 
And makes to the enchanted eye 

An an^el of a mortal creature. 



THE CUTTING O* MY HAIR. 

Frab royal Wull that wears the crown 
To Yarrow's lowliest shepherd-clown. 
Time wears unchancy mortals dou.i, 
I've mark'd it late and au*. 
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The souplest knee at length will crack. 
The lythest arm, the sturdiest back — 
And little siller Sampson lack 

For cuttin' o' his hair. 

Mysell for speed had not my marrow 
Thro* Teviot, Ettrick, Tweed, and Yarrow, 
Strang, straight, and swift like winged arrow. 

At market, tryst, or fair. 
But now I'm tum'd a hirplin' carle, 
My hack its ta'en the cobbler's swirl. 
And deil a bodle I need birl 

For cuttin* o' my hair. 

On Boswell's green was nane like me. 
My hough was firm, my foot was free. 
The locks that clustered owre my bree 

Cost many a hizzie sair. 
The days are come I'm no sae crouse — 
An ingle cheek — a cogie douce. 
An' fash nae shears about the house 

Wi* cuttin' o* my hair. 

It was an awfu' head I trow. 

It waur'd baith young and auld to cow. 

An' burnin' red as heather-lowe, 

Gar'd neeboors start and stare. 
The mair ye cut the mair it grew 
An' ay the fiercer flamed its hu( 
I in my time hae paid enew 

For cuttin' o' my hair. 
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But now there's scarce aneuch to grip- 
When last I brought it to the clip, 
It gted the shaver's skill the slip 

On haffets lank and bare. 
Henceforth to this resolve I'll clin^, 
Whate'er its shape to let it hing, 
And keep the cash for ither thing 

Than cuttin' o' my hair. 



THE BONNErS O* BONNIE DUNDEE. 
AiB — ** Bonnie Dundee.'* 

WILL ye gang down to the bush i' the meadow, 
Your daddy an' mammy wi' me winna dread you, 

A n* by the fair hand through the flowers I will lead you. 

An' sing you the bonnets o' bonnie Dundee ? 
Wi* heart an* wi' hand, my dear lad, I'll gang wi' thee. 
My daddy and mammy think nought to belie thee ; 

1 ken ye'l! do naething but kiss me an* lead me. 

An' sing me the bonnets o' bonnie Dundee. 

O, why fled thy angel, poor lovely Macmillen, 
An' left thee to listen to counsel so killin' ? 
O, where were the feelin's o* that cruel villain, 

Who rifled that blossom, an* left it to die ! 
How pale is that cheek that was rosy an' red aye * 
To see that sunk ee wad gar ony heart bleed aye ! 
O, wae to the wild willow-bush i' the meadow ! 

O, dule to the bonnets o* bonny Dundee ! 
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Thou art gone ! thoa art gone with thy sceptre of mHd- 

nesa ! 
Thy amfles, and thy tears, and thy moments of wildness. 
But this humble memorial to thee I dedicate, 

MUd 1828* 

For thou hast dispellM our despairing and sadness, 
And industry and toil hast enlighten 'd with gladness, 
And bustled in our harbours with commerce and freight, 

Blest 1828. 

The reaper rcgoiced as he counted his sowing, 
And heap'd up his garners and barns to o'erflowing ; 
And thy winter has breathed with a soft autumn heat, 

Kind 1828. 

No frost ever sheeted our rivers and fountains, 
No drifted snow ever coverM our mountains. 
And thou leavest our flocks on an ever -green height. 

Sweet 1828. 

In the region of love thy reign has been glorious. 
In the hearts of the maidens thy sceptre victorious ; 
And there will yet be news of great moment and weight, 

Of 1828. 



* For tht* BiUce of Ui» rhjrthm, name the year thas.— ** Bight4>en buiidn>d 
twwity Mid eiffht** 
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It is true thou haSt ran some extravagant rigs. 
Making idiots and fools of the Catholics and Whigs ; 
But still thou hast left us triumphant as yet, 

Strong 1828. 

Thou hast chUl'd the soul of the mariner with wonder. 
Thou hast howl'd in the wind, thou hast boom'd in the 

thunder ; 
But the sm les of repentance in thee were innate, 

Good 1828. 

Thou hast garnish 'd the fields of Greece that were gory, 
(Restored to her quiet, but not to her glory !) 
And humbled the pride of a vain autocrat, 

Brave 182& 

Thou art gone ! thou art gone, to return to us never,— 
In the sepulchre of Time thou art shrouded for ever ; 
And the shadows of Oblivion shall over thee set. 

Mild 1828. 



A GENUINE LOVE-LET TER. 

Mt Mary, maiden of my meed. 
Thy beauties soou will be my dead ; 
Thy hair^s the sunbeam o' the morn. 
Thy lip the rose without the thorn ; 
The arch above thine ee sae blue, 
A fairy rainbow on the dew : — 
O Mary, thou art all to me — 
This warld holds nought sae sweet as thee ! 

2 D 
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Thy foot so light, thy step so fleet. 
Like the young roe's as lithe and meet. 
That scarcely brashes o*er the fell 
The dew-drap frae the heather-bell. 
Thy voice upon the breezes light, 
In gloanung's cradle-hymn of nighty 
Sounds like the lute's soft melody. 
Or seraph 8 melting strain , to me. 

Then, since I may not, dare not tell. 

Whom I so fondly love, and well, 

I send you this, my darling maid. 

To say what I would oft have said. 

In hopes, that when you have it read* : 

You 11 hide it in a snowy bed— 

A bed so lovely and so meek. 

It would not stain a cherub's cheek. 

Then meet me in our trysting dell. 
And not one word 111 bid you tell ; 
The liquid eye the tale will say, 
The melting kiss will all betray — 
A y, they will tell, my Mary dear, 
What you dare neither say nor hear; - 
And sweeter to my heart they'll prove. 
Than all the winning tales of love ! 



A HIGHLAND SONG OF TRIUMPH FOR KING 
WILLIAM'S BIRTHDAY. 

To the pine of Lochaber 
Due \\otio\«^ \i^ ^v^«^<, 
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That bourgeons in earth, 

And that blossoms to heaven. 

Ho urim ! sing urim,* 

With pipe and with tabor. 

To the tree of great Bancho, 
The lord of Lochaber ! 
Ho urim ! sing urim, Sic* 

That tree now has flourish'd 

From stock that is hoary, 
Encircling the ocean 

And globe in its glory; 
0'ershadow*d the just. 

And the wicked restrain'd too ; 
It has pierced the dark cloud, 

And dishevelled the rainbow. 
Ho urim ! sing urim, &c. 

Long flourish our stem. 

And its honours rise prouder; 
The stem of the Stuart, 

And Rose of the Tudor. 
Ho urim ! sing urim I 

Let's hallow together 
The day that gave birth 

To our king and our father. 
Ho urim ! sing urim, &c. 

Ho urim ! sing urim ! 

To the best and the latest, 

♦ Urim, Gr/e'.— glory. 
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And booour'd King WiOiaai, 
The kst and the gnateti. 

Heaven's arm be anmnd him 
To guard and secure hbn, 

Tue hearts of hb people. 
Ho urim ! sing urim ! 

Ho urim ! sing urim. 

With pipe and with tabor. 
To the son of great Bancho, 

The lord of Lochaber ! 



LASS AM' YE LOE ME, TELL ME NOW. 

*' Afore the moorcock begin to craw, 

Lass an' ye loe me, tell me now 
The bonniest thing that ever ye saw, 

For I caiina come every night to woo." 
" The gouden broom is bonny to see. 

An' sae is the milk-white flower o' the haw. 
The daisy's wee freenge is sweet on the lea, — 

But the bud o' the rose is the bonniest of a*. 



> »» 



** Now, wae light on a* your flow'ry chat. 

Lass an' ye loe me, tell me now ; 
It's no the thing that I would be at, 

An* I canna come every night to woo I" 
** The lamb is bonny upon the brae. 

The leveret friskin' o'er the knowe, 
The bird is bonny upon the tree — 

But which is the dearest of a' to you ?" 
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** The thin); that I loe best of a', 

Lass an' ye loe me, tell me now ; 
The dearest thinp: that ever 1 saw. 

Though I canna come every night to woo. 
In the kindly smile that beams on me. 

Whenever a gentle hand I press. 
And the wily blink frae the dark-blue ee 

Of a dear, dear lassie that they ca' Bess. " 

'* Aha! young man, but I cotAin* see, 

What I loe best I'll tell you now. 
The compliment that ye sought frae me. 

Though ye canna come every night to woo ; 
Yet 1 would rather hae frae you 

A kindly look, an' a word witha'. 
Than a' the flowers o' the forest pu*. 

Than a' the lads that ever I saw." 

'* Then, dear, dear Bessie, you shall be mine. 

Sin' a* the truth ye hae tauld me now. 
Our hearts an' fortunes well entwine, 

An' I'll ay come every night to woo ; 
For, O I canna descrive to thee 

The feeling o' love's and nature's law. 
How dear this world appears to me 

Wi' Bessie, my ain for good an' for a' !" 



TM A' GANE WRANG. 

I'm a* ^ane wiang ! I'm a' gane wrangi 
I canna close my wakerife ee; 

2 D 2 
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What can it be has sent this pang 
To my young heart unkend to me. 

I'm fear'd, Tm fear'd that it may prove 
An ailment which I daurna name; 

What shall I do ? — If it be love, 
111 dee outright wi' bumin' shame ! 

I hae a dream baith night an' day, 

Of ane that's aye afore my ee. 
An' aye he looks as he wad say 

Something that's unco kind to me. 
Yet love's a word my youthfu' tongue 

Has ne'er durst utter to roysdl, 
Tm a' gane wrang, an* me sae young. 

What ^ame for maiden's tongue to tell ! 

I find an aching at my heart. 

An* dizziness that ill portends ; 
A kind o' sweet an' thrilling smart 

Gangs pr inkling to my fingers' ends. 
Then through me wi' a stoundin' pain ; 

But yet I like that pain to dree. 
Then burnin' tears will drap like rain,— 

'Tis love, as sure as love can be ! 

I dinna ken what I'm to do, 

The end o* this I canna see; 
I am sae young an' bonny too, 

*Tis a great pity I should dee. 
Yet dee I maun . — I canna prove 

This tide o' pleasure an' o' pain : 
There's nought sae sweet as virgin's love. 

But, O, to be Vie\Gve^ aj^3^v\\\ 
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THE COVENANTER'S SCAFFOLD SONG. 

Sing with me I sing with iDe ! 
Weeping brethren, sing with me ! 
For now an open heaven I see, 
And a crown of glory laid for me. 
How my soul this earth despises ! 
How my heart and spirit rises ! 
Rounding from the flesh I sever ! 
World of sin, adieu for ever I 

Sing wiih me ! sing with me ! 
Friends in Jesus, sing with me ! 
All my sufferings, all my woe. 
All my griefis I here forego. 
Farewell terror, sighing, grievino^. 
Praying, hearing, and believing. 
Earthly trust and all its wrongings, 
Earthly love and all its longings. 

Sing with me ! sing with me ! 
Blessed spirits, sing with me ! 
To the Lamb our song shall be. 
Through a glad eternity ! 
Farewell earthly morn and even. 
Sun and moon and stars of heaven ; 
Heavenly portals ope before me. 
Welcome, Christ, in all thy glory | 
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THE SHEPHERD BOY'S SONG. 

Plat up, my love, my darling Sue! 

That strain was rather mair than common, 
The lambies darena chump nor chew. 

For listening to my little woman. 
An' see how Bawtie's brockit crown 

Is gee'd up to the cope o' heaven ! 
He thinks the fairies are come down 

Our wildered correi to enliven. 

Play up, my love ! That pipe, I vow. 

Is mellower than I e'er could trow it, 
It never play'd sae sweet till now, 

Wi' the sweet breath that passes through it* 
Strike A and B, then half the C, 

And then a minim soft an' evenly ; 
But, Oh ! 'tis a' the same to me — 

If there's a tone, the music's heavenly. 

Music has power to still the waves — 

To break the cloud an' bend the willow — 
To wake the dead out o' their graves. 

An' bang frae 'neath the stormy billow, 
To make the fays o' glen and prove 

Skip wildly o'er their velvet flooring, 
But when it pours from lips we love. 

Oh ! 'tis sae sweet, 'tis past enduring ! 
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MAGGY O* BUCCLEIICH. 

Air—" Day* of Yore:' 

O cam' ye through the forests green, 
By Yarrow 8 mountains wild an* blue ; 

saw ye beauty's rural queen. 
The bonny Maggy o' Baocleuch. 

For Maggy is the bonniest flower 
On Yarrow braes tliat ever grew, 

That ever graced a yemal bower. 
Or frae the gowan brushed the dew. 

But O ! it's no her comely foce, 

Nor blink o' joy that's in her ee, 
Nor her enchanting fbrpi o' grace, 

That maks the lassie dear to me ; 
Na, na, it s no the cherry Kp, 

The rosy cheek an' lily chin, 
Which the wild bee wad like to sip^- 

'Tis the sweet soul that dwells within. 

1 hae been up the canldrife north, 

^Mang hills an' dells o' frozen brine» 
As far as reels the rowin earth, 

An' far ayont the burning line; 
But a' the lasses e'er I saw. 

For modest mien an' lovely hue, 
There was na ane amang them a' 

Like bonny Maggy o' Buccleuch* 



196 SONGS. 



A BOY'S SONG. 

Where the pools are bright and deep. 
Where the gray trout lies asleep. 
Up the river and o'er the lea, 
That's the way for Billy and me. 

Where the blackbird sings the latest. 
Where the hawthorn blooms the sweetest. 
Where the nestlings chirp and flee. 
That's the way for Billy and me. 

Where the mowers mow the cleanest. 
Where the hay lies thick and greenest ; 
There to trace the homeward bee, 
That's the way for Billy and me. 

Where the hazel bank is steepest, 
Where the shadow falls the deepest, 
Where the clustering nuts fall free. 
That's the way for Billy and me. 

Why the boys should drive away 
Little sweet maidens from the play. 
Or love to banter and fight so well, 
That's the thing I never could tell. 

But this I know, I love to play, 
Through the meadow, among the hay | 
Up the water and o'er the lea, 
That's the way for Billy and me* 
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PULL AWAY JOLLY BOYS. 

Here we go upon the tide, 

Pull away, jolly boys. 
With heaven for our guide. 

Pull away. 
Here's a weather-beaten tar, 
Britain's glory still his star. 
He has borne her thunders far, 

Pull away, jolly boys. 
To you gallant men-of-war. 

Pull away. 

We've with Nelson plough'd the main, 

Pull away, jolly boys ; 
Now his signal flies again, 

Pull away. 
Brave hearts then let us go. 
To drub the haughty foe ! 
Who once again shall know. 

Pull away, gallant boys, 
That our backs we never show. 

Pull away. 

We have fought and we have sped. 

Pull away, gallant boys. 
Where the rolling wave was red, 

Pull away. 
We've stood many a mighty shock. 
Like the thunder stricken oak, 
We've been bent, but never broke. 

Pull away, gallant boys ; 



We ne'er brook'd a fore%n joke, 

Poflawaj. 

Here we go opoo the deep. 
Pull away, gallant boys, 
Qffx the ocean let as sweem 

Poll awa J. 
Round the earth oar glory rings. 
At the thought my bosom springs. 
That where'er oar pennant swings. 

Pall away, gallant boys. 
Of the ocean we're the kings. 

Pall awaj. 



STANZAS. 

Mt sweet little cherub, how calm thou'rt reposing 
Thy suffering is over, thy mild eye is closing ; 
This world hath proved to thee a step-dame unfriendly; 
But rest thee, my babe, there's a spirit within thee. 
A mystery thou art, though unblest and unshriven — 
A thing of the earth, and a radiance of Heaven ; 
A flower of the one, thou art fading and dying — 
A spark of the other, thou rt mounting and flying. 

Farewell, my sweet baby, too early we sever ; 
I may come to tiiee, but to me thou shalt never. 
Some angel of mercy shall lead and restore thee, 
A pure living flame, to the mansions of glory. 
The moralist's boast may sound prouder and prouder. 
The hypocrite^s prayer rise louder and louder; 



SONGS. 1 ^9 

tut I'll trust my bahe, in her trial of danger, 

To the mercy of Him that was laid in the manger. 



MARCH OF INTELLECT. 

Air—" B/e, let us a to the bridal.** 

Then fye let us a' to subscribing, 

Since siller is no worth a plack. 
And the pence in the kist that lay mouluig. 

Will be turned into pounds in a crack. 
With our scheming, and steaming, and dreaminyr. 

Can no cash-burdened Joint- Stock be found 
To fill the auld moon wi' whale blubber, 

And light her up a' the year round ? 

Now thieves will be nabb'd by the thousand ; 

And houses insured by the street ; 
And share-holders will scarcely know whether 

They walk on their heads or their feet. 
The Celtic will soon compass breeches ; 

The shoe-black will swagger in pumps ; 
And phrenologists club for old perukes, 

To cover their assinine bumps. 

Alack, for our grandfathers musty. 

Of such ongoings ne'er did they drenni ; 

Soon our Jockies will bizz out, at gloaming. 
To court their kind Jennies by steam ; 

And the world shall be turned topsy-turvy ; 
And the patients their doctors will bleed ; 

2f 
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And the dandy, by true gravitation, 

Shall go waltz on the crown of his head. 

Then fye let us a' to subscribing. 

And build up a tower to the moon ; 
And get fou on the tap, and, in daffing, 

Dad out the wee stars wi' our shoon ;— — 
Then, hey fal de ray, fal de rady, 

Let's see a' how proud we can be, 
And build ower a brig to Kirkaldy, 

And drown a' the French in the sea ! 



I DINNA BLAME THY BONNY FACE. 

I DINNA blame thy bonny face, 

Thy pawky smile an' wit refined, 
Nor thy fair form's bewitching grace, 

As lightsome as the mountain wind ; 
For these how many a lover brooks, 

Since lovelier man can never see ! 
But sair I blame thy kindly looks, 

And kindly words thou said'st to me. 

I could have gazed both mom and even 

On that entrancing face of thine. 
As I would gaze upon the heaven. 

Yet never think of it as mine ; 
I could have joy*d to see thee blest, 

A comely bride, a happy wife, 
But what thy tongue to me profess'd 

Has ruin'd a' my peace for life. 
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I never valued aught sae dear 

As Mary's band an' Mary's smile ; 
But, ah I I never had a fear 

That baith were gran tit to beguile: 
Yet I can never cease to love, 

And when to Heaven I bow the knee 
To ask a blessing from above. 

My heart shall ask the same for thee ' 



O SAW TE THIS SWEET BONNY LASSIE 

O' MINE. 

SAW ye this sweet bonny lassie o' mine. 
Or saw ye the smile on her cheek sae divine ; 
Or saw ye the kind love that speaks in her ee ? 
Sure naebody e'er was sae happy as me 1 

It's no that she dances sae light on the green. 
It's no the simplicity mark'd in her mien ; 
But O, it's the kind love that speaks in her ee. 
That makes me as happy as happy can be. 

To meet her alane mang the green leafy trees. 
When naebody kens, an' when naebody sees ; 
To breathe out the soul in a saft melting kiss — 
On earth here there's naething is equal to this. 

• 

1 have felt every bliss which the soul can enjoy. 
When friends circled round me, and nought to annoy ; 
1 have felt every joy that illumines the breast. 

When the full flowing bowl is most warmly careHS*dv — 
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But O, thercTs a sweet and a heavenlj charm 
In life's early daj, when the bosom is wans; 
When soul meets wi' soul in a saft mdting 
On earth sure there's naetbing is equal to tl^ I 



AULD JOHN NICOL. 

I'll sing of an auld forbear o' my ain, 

Tweeddlum, twaddlum, twenty.one^ 
A man that for fiin was never outdone. 

And his name it was Auld John Nicol o' Whun. 
Auld John Nicol he lo'ed his glass, 

Tweeddlum, twaddlum, twenty-one, 
An' weei he likit the toasts to pass. 

Am' it's hey for brave John Nicol o' Whun I 

Auld John Nicol gaed out to fight, &c. 
But a' gaed wrang that should hae gane right, &c. 
Then auld John Nicol kneei'd down to pray. 
But never a word John Nicol could say. 

Auld John Nicol he lo'ed a lass, 

But I darena tell you what came to pass ; 

For the beadle came up in an unco haste, 

An' summon 'd him down to speak wi' the priest. 

Then auld John Nicol he changed his hue, 

For his face it grew red, an' his face it grew bhie. 

John Nicol gaed out. Joiin Nicol gaed in, 

An' he wish'd he hud been in the well to the chin. 
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" Shame fa' it !" quo' John, ** I often Uae thought 
Wba wins at woman will lose at nought ; 
But 1 bae heart to do ill to nane, 
Sae 1 will e'en mak the lassie my ain.** 

Then Auld John Nicol he got a wife, 
And he never got siccan fun in his life ; — 
Now, John Nicol he sings frae morn till e'en, 

Tweeddlum, twaddlum, twenty-one, 
The happiest man that ever was i»een, 

An' it's hey for Brave John Nicol o' Whun ! 



DENNIS DELANY. 

In sweet Tipperary, the pride of the throng, 
I have danced a good jig, and have sung a good song ; 
On the green, as I caper'd, I scarce bent the grass — 
To a bottle a friend — and no foe to a lass. 
At hurling, my fellow could never be found. 
For whoever I jostled soon came to the ground : 
And the girls all swore that they ne'er could meet any 
Could tickle their fancy like Dennis Delany. 

CHORUS. 

With my whack about, see it out, Dennis my jewel, 
Och! why will you leave us? How can you be cruel? 
Paddy Whack may go trudge it, and Murtoch O'Blaney, 
We'll part with them all for dear Dennis Delany. 

Young Sheelah O'Shannon was so fond of me. 
That whenever we met we could nevet «k^T^« \ 
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Says I, '* My dear Sh«elah, we'll soon eiid the fray. 
For no longer in sweet Tipperary I'll stay." 
When the girls all found 1 was going to leave them, 
They swore that from death the world could not save 

them ; 
'* O we'll leave all our friends, though ever so many 
If you'll let us go with you, swaite Dennis Delaoy '" 

With my whack about, &c. 

To the road then I went, and I trudged it along. 
And, by way of being silent, 1 lilted a song ; 
** Hey for Dublin !" says 1, '* where I'll see the fine lasses, 
Get married, and drink, and ne'er mind how time passes." 
But when I arrived, and found every lady 
Short-waisted — thinks I, They are married already, 
" By my shoul, now," says I, *^ marriage here is the fv 

shion, 
To breed young recruits for defence of the nation." 

With my whack about, &c. 

To the grand panorama, that every one talks of. 
Away then I goes and immediately walks off; 
But I were astonished, as much as e'er man was. 
To see a sea-fight on an ocean of canvass. 
But some were a- weeping, and some were a- wailing. 
Where Dublin once stood to see ships now a-sailing ; 
But what in my mind made it still seem the stranger. 
Though I stood in the midst, I stood out of all danger. 

With my whack about, &c. 

Then to see a fine play, which I ne'er saw before. 
To Crow Street I went, without three or four more ; 
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And up stairs I walk'd,for to see things the better. 
And bought a play-bill, though I knew not a letter. 
But the crowd was so great, and the players so funny, 
1 laughM more, Vm sure, than the worth of my money ; 
But the boys went all mad, and I maddest of any, 
When all the musicians play'd Dennis Delany. 

With their whack about, &c. 



WHAT TONGUE CAN SPEAK THE GLOWING 

HEART. 

What tongue can speak the glowing heart. 
What pencil paint the glistening eye, 

When your command came to depart 
Prom scenes of triumph, hope, and joy ? 

Cross'd in life — ^bv villains plunder 'd. 
More than yet youVe given belief ; 

Fortune's bolts have o'er me thunder 'd. 
Till my very heart is deaf. 

Hard lives the willow by the strand, 

To every pelting surge a prey ; 
Nor will it leave its native land. 

Till every root is torn away. 

So 1, like the poor passive willow. 

Cling unto my native shore. 
Till the next returning billow 

Cast me down for evermore. 
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A a ! who hath seen the desolation 
Of the earthquake's dismal reign* 

E'er can hope the renovation 
Of his peaceful home again ? 

So I, distracted and forlorn. 

Look back upon my youthful prime ; 
And forward to the happy morn 

That frees me from the hand of time. 



I'LL BID MY HEART BE STILL. 

I'll bid my heart be still, 

And check each struggling sigh, 

And there's none e'er shaH know 

My soul's cherish'd wo, 
When the first tears of sorrow are dry. • 

They bid me cease to weep, 
For glory gilds his name ; 

But the deeper I mourn, 

Since he cannot return 
To enjoy the bri<;ht noon of his fame* 

While minstrels wake the lay, 
For peace and freedom won. 

Like my lost lover's knell 

The tones seem to swell. 
And I hear but his death dirge alone* 

My cheek has lost its hue. 
My eye grows fauil awd 0\\\\x 
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But 'tis sweeter to fade 
In griefs gloomy shade, 
Than to bloom for another than him. 



THE AULD HIGHLANDMAN. 
Aia — ** KHUecrankie.*' 

Hbbsbll pe aachty years and twa, 

Te twenty- tird o' May, man : 
She tweli amang te Heelan hills, 

Ayont the reefer Spey, man. 
Tat year tey foucht the Sherra-muir^ 

She first peheld te llcht, man ; 
Tey shot ray father in tat stonre — 

A plaguit, Texin spite, man. 

IVe feucbt in Scotland here at bame, 

In France and Shermanie, man ; 
And cot tree tespurt pluddy oons. 

Beyond te 'Lantic sea, man : 
But wae licht on te nasty cun. 

Tat ever she pe porn, man ; 
Phile koot klymore te tristle caird. 

Her leaves pe never torn, man. 

Ae tay I shot, and shot, and shot, 
Phane'er it cam my turn, man ; 

Put a' te force tat I could gie, 
Te powter wadna purn, man. 

A filty loun cam wi' his cun, 
Resolvt to too me harm> man \ 
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And wi* te tirk upon her nose 
Ke me a pluddy arm, man. 

I flang my cun wi' a' my micbt. 

And felt his nepour teit, man ; 
Tan drew my swort, and at a straik 

Hewt aff te haf o s heit, man. 
Be vain to tell o' a my tricks ; 

My oons pe nae tiscrace, man ; 
Ter no pe yin pehint my back, 

Ter» a' pefor my face, man. 

GOOD NIGHT, AND JOY. 

This song was written for, and published as the concluding son 
Smith's Scottish Minstrel ; a work the music of which is singular fc 
sweetness and true Scottish simplicity. The song, with a little vans 
turms an ^>propriate conclusion to these simple lyrical effusions. 

The year is wearing to the wane, 

An' day is fading west awa', 
Loud raves the torrent an' the rain, 

And dark the cloud comes down the sliaw ; 
But let the tempest tout an* blaw 

Upon his loudest winter horn, 
Good night, an' joy be wi* you a', 

We'll maybe meet again the morn ! 

O, we hae wander'd far and wide 
O'er Scotia*s hills, o'er firth an' fell. 

An' mony a simple flower we've cull'd, 
An' triinm'd them wi* the heather.bell ! 

WeVe ranged the dingle an' the dell, 
The ham\et aw* iVve Vswovx s W ^ 
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Now let us take a kind farewell,— 
Good night, an' joy be wi* you a* I 

Though I was wayward, you were kind, 

And sorrow'd when I went astray ; 
For O, my strains were often wild 

As winds upon a winter day. 
If e*er I led you from the way, 

Forgie your Minstrel aince for a' ; 
A tear fii's wi' his parting lay, — 

Good night, and joy be wi' you a* ! 



A BALLAD ABOUT LOVE. 



I AiHCE fen in love wi' a sweet joung thing, 

A bonn J bit flower o' the wilder'd dell ; 
Her heart was as light as bird on the wing. 

And her lip was as ripe as the moorland bell. 
She never kend aught o' the ways o' sin. 

Though whiles her young heart began to doubt 
That wi' its ill paths she might fa' in. 

But never — she never did find them out. 

She oft had heard tell o' love s dear pain, 

An' how sae sair as it was to dree ; 
She tried it and tried it again and a^in. 

But it never could wring a tear frae her ee. 
She tried it aince on a mitherless lamb 

That lay in her bosom, and fed on her knee ; 
But it turned an unpurpose and beggarly ram. 

And her burly lover she doughtna see. 

She tried it neist on a floweret gay, 

And O ! it was sweet and lovely of hue ; 

But it droopit its head, an' fadit away. 
An' left the lassie to Voo^ foT a new : 
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An' aye she cried, O ' what shall I do ? 

Why canna a lassie be happy her lane ? 
I find my heart maun hae something to loe, 

An* I dinna ken where to fix it 'again. 

The laverock loes her musical mate. 

The moorcock loes the mottled moorhen, 
The blackbird lilts it early an' late, 

A-wooing his love in the birken glen ; 
The yammering tewit and gray curlew, 

Hae ilk ane lovers around to flee. 
An* please their hearts wi' their whillie — la — ^loy— 

But there's naething to wheedle or sing to me. 

Quo* I, my sweet, my innocent flower, 

The matter's as plain as pkiin can be. 
That this heart o' mine it was made for yours, 

An' yours was made for loving o' me. 
The lassie she lookit me in the face, 

An' a tear o' pity was in her ee, 
For she thought I had lost a' sense o* grace. 

An' every scrap o* fair modestye. 

The lassie she thought an' thought again, 

An* lookit to heaven if aught she saw. 
For she thought that man was connectit wf sin, 

And that love for him was the warst of a*. 
She lookit about, but she didna speak. 

As lightly she trippit outower the lea ; 
But there was a smile on her rosy cheek. 

That tauld of a secret dear to me. 

V. 2 p 
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The lassie ^ed haine to her lanely dell. 

It never was lovelier to her view • 
All' aye she thought an' thought to herselK 

An' the mair she thought she began to ru^— 
If ilk sweet thing has a' mate o' its ain, 

Wi' nature's law I e'en maun gang ; 
I never was made for living my lane — 

The laddie was right an' I was wrang. 

O Nature ! we a' maun yield to thee ; 

Your reoral sway gainsay wha can ? 
For you made beauty, an' beauty maun be 

The polar star o' the heart o' man. 
There's beauty in man's commanding frame ; 

There's beauty in earth, in air, an* sea. 
But there never was beauty that tongue could name 

Like the smile of love in a fond young ee. 
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The lift looks cauldrife i' the west. 

The wan leaf wavers frae the tree^ 
The wind touts on the mountain's breast 

A dirge o' waesome note to me. 

It tells me that the days o' glee, 
When summer's thrilling sweets entwined. 

An* love was blinkin' in the ee. 
Are a* gane by an' far behind ; 

That winter wi* his joyless air. 
An' grizzly hue, is hasting nighy 
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An' that auld age, an* carUn' care, 

In my last stage afore me lie. 

Yon chill and cheerless winter sky, 
Troth but 'tis eerebome to see« 

For ah ! it points me to descry 
The downfa*s o' futuritye. 

I daurna look unto the east> 

For there my morning shone sae sweet ; 
An' when I turn me to the west, 

The gloaming's like to gar me greet ; 

The deadly hues o' snaw and sleet 
Tell of a dreary onward path ; 

Yon new moon on her cradle sheets 
Looks like the Hainault scythe of death. 

Kind Monitors ! ye tell a tale 

That oft has been my daily thought ; 
Yet, when it came, could nought avail. 

For sad experience, dearly bought. 

Tells me it was not what I ought, 
But what was in my power to do. 

That me behoved. An' I hae fought 
Agunst a world wi* courage true. 

Yes — I hae fought an* won the day. 

Come weal, come woe, I carena by, 
I am a king I My regal sway 

Stretches o'er Scotia's mountains hisrh 

And o'er the fairy vales that lie 
Beneath the glimpses o' the moon. 

Or round the ledges of the sky. 
In twilight's everlasting noou. 
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Who would not choose the high renown, 

'Mang Scotia's swains the chief to be. 
Than be a king, an' wear a crown, 

'Mid perils, pain, an' treacherye? 

Hurra I The day's my own— I'm free 
Of statemen's guile, an' flattery's train ; 

I'll blaw my reed of game an^ glee, 
The Shepherd is himself again ! 

*' But, Bard — ye dinna mind your life 
Is waning down to winter snell — 

That round your hearth young sprouts are rife. 
An' mae to care for than yoursell." 
Yes, that I do— that hearth could tell 

How aft the tear-drap blinds my ee ; 
What can I do, by spur or spell, 

An' by my faith it done shall be. 

And think— through poortith's eiry breach. 

Should Want approach wi' threatening brand, 
I'll leave them canty sangs will reach 

From John o' Groats to Solway strand. 

Then what are houses, goud, or land. 
To sic an heirship left in fee ? 

An' I think mair o* auld Scotland, 
Than to be fear'd for mine or me. 

True, she has been a stepdame dour, 
Grudging the hard-earn 'd sma' propine. 

On a* my efforts looking sour. 
An' seem'd in secret to repine. 
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Blest be Buccleuch an* a' his line. 
For ever blessed may they be -, 

A httle hame I can ca' mine 
He rear'd amid the wild for me. 

Good wife — without a' sturt or strife. 

Bring ben the siller bowl wi' care ; 
Ye are the best an' bonniest wife, 

That ever fell to poet's share; 

An' 111 send o'er for Frank — a pair 
O right good-hearted chieb are we-— 

Well drink your health — an' what b mair. 
We'll drink our Laird*s wi' three times three. 

To the young Shepherd, too, well take 

A rousing glass wi' right good -will ; 
An' the young ladies o' the Lake, 

We'll drink in ane — an awfu' swill ! 

Then a' the tints o' this warld's ill 
Will vanish like the morning dew. 

An' we'll be blithe an' blither still- 
Kind winter Monitors, adieu ! 

This warld has mony ups an* downs, 

Atween the cradle an' the grave, 
O' blithesome haun*s an' broken crowns. 

An* douks in chill misfortune's wave; 

All these determined to outbrave, 
O'er fancy's wilds I'll wing anew, 

As lang as I can lilt a stave, — 
Kind winter Monitors, adieu ! 
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Ltttil Ptnkie caime to Kilbogye yetty 

It wals on ane hallow^^ay ; 
And the lad ye baby is with her mette. 

To heirre quhat sho wolde say. 

For Pynkie wals the lyttilest bairn e. 
That ever dancit on the greinne ; 

And Pynkie wals the bonnyest thynge 
That evir on yirthe wals seinne. 

Hir faice wals caste in beautye's molde, 

And ower hir browe abone 
Hir hsLfre wals lyke the streemys of ^olde 

That tinssillis from the mone. 

The smyle that playit upon hir foice 

Wals comely to be seene. 
And the bonnye blue that dyit the hevin 

Wals nevir lyke Pynkie's eeyne. 

Thre spannis from heelle to heidde sho stode. 

But all so meitte to se, 
No mayden in hir myldest mode 

Ane lovelier forme colde bee. 

Quhaevir lokit at hir ane spaice, 

Colde nevir calle Xp mynde 
That she possessit not fraime and graice 

Of stateliest womaukynde. 
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The Baronne caime forth to the green e. 

And hee toke hir be the haiide : 
'' LyttU Pynkie, you are welcome heir re. 

The flower of fayre Scotknde. 

'* You are welcome to myne bowris, Pytikie» 

And to myne halUs so gaye. 
And you shalle be myne lamraie deirre. 

And I^ fondle you nychte and daye. " 

'* Och, no ! Och, no ! myne owne gode lurdis^ 

For that wolde bee ane syune ; 
For if you toye or melle with me. 

To hevin you'll nevir wynne.** 

'* But I will taike myne chaunce, Pynkie, 

For lofe is sore to thole ; 
The joie of maydenis leifu' charmis 

Can nevir stayne the soule." 

'* Better to thole than wynne the goale, 

Quhare pryze is nonne before; 
The man quha wynnis myne lofe and iiiee. 

Will nevir knowe maydeu more. 

** But I will syng ane sang to you. 

And daunce ane iairye quheille. 
Till you and all youre bonny may bairn is 

Can daunce it wonder weille." 

Were I to telle Lyttil Pynkie's sang, 
h mighte doo muckle ill ; 
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For it wals not fraimit of jirthl j wordis. 
Though it soundit sweitte and shrilL 

But aye the owerworde of the saug 

Which ladyis lemit to syng, 
Wals, ** Roundeand rounde,andseviii tymis rounds. 

The elfynis fairye ryng !" 

The firste moove that Lyttil PynlLie maide, 

Wals gen til, softe, and sweiite ; 
But the seconde rounde Lyttil Pynkie oaaide, 

Theye colde not kenne hir feitte. 

The thrydde rounde that Lyttil Pynkie maide, 

Sho shymroerit als lycht and gaye 
Als dauncyng of the wiry lychtis 

On warme and sonnye daye. 

And aye sho sang, with twyrle and spang, 

Arounde them on' the playne, 
Quhille hir feitte theye shy mmerit abone they re hed :s. 

Then kyssit the swairde agayne. 

Then the Baronne hee begoude to bobbe. 

No longer colde hee stande. 
And his lyttil maydenis in ane ryng 

Theye joynit him hande to hande. 

And rounde and rounde, and faster rounder 

The fairye ryng theye flewe; 
And aye the langer that theye daunsit. 

The madder on fonne theye grewe. 
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And LyttU Pynkie in the middis 

Bobbyt lyke ane flee in Maye, 
And eTerilk spryng Lyttil Pynkie gaif. 

The Baronne he cryit *' Hurray e! 

And rounde and rounde the fiiirye ryng 

They lyltit and they sang, 
And rounde and rounde the fidrye ryng 

They caiperit and they flang ; 

Quhille the Baronne hee begoude to gaspe. 
And his eeyne sette in his heidde ; 

Hee colde not dragg ane oder lymbe, 
So neirlye hee wals deidde. 

And downe he felle upon the playne. 
Prone lyke ane forme of leidde. 

But aye quhan Pynkie made ane spryng 

Betweinne him and the daye, 
Hee maide a paulle with handis and feitte. 

And gaif ane fiiynte '' Hurraye !" 

Hee streikit out his lymbis in dethe, 

Unpytted and unbleste ; 
But '* Hurraye !" it wals the ae laste sounde 

That gurglit in hb breste. 

The maydis theye daunsit and caiperit on 

In madnesse and in blatme; 
For lofe or stryffe, or dethe or lyffe. 

To them wals all the baime. 
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Rut rounde and rounde the ryng theye flewe, 
Swyfte als sevin burdis on wyng ; 

Regairdyng the deidde man no more 
Than any yirthly thyng. 

The Aienialis gadderit rounde and sawe 

In terrour and dismaye, 
Them dauncying rounde theyre deidde fader* 

A nd Pynkie wals awaye. 

" Och-on, och-on," the Chaiplyng cryit. 

'* There's some enchauntmente heirre ; 
Haiste, haiste awaye, myne maydinis gaye. 

This shaimefulle course forbeirre. " 

The maidinis lefte the fairye ryng. 
And ceissit theyre lychtsome foniie. 

But theye colde not comprehende one thyng . 
Of all that had beinne donne. 

The Chaiplyng ranne into the ryng 

To lifte his maisteris heidde. 
And callit on six young bordlye wychtis, 

To heirre awaye the deidde ; 

Quhan Lyttil Pyukte in the myddis 

Stode lofelye als the sonne; 
Sho sang ane staife, and dauncit it roundCi 

And all theyre grieffe wals donne. 

The Chaiplyng hee begoude to bobbe, 
And wagg his heede amayne, 
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For the lyttil kymmeris lythlye lymbis 
Had veirlye tuniit his brayne. 

And rounde, and rounde, the deidde Baronne, 

With caiper and with squealle, 
The Chaiplyng and his six young menne 

Wente lyke ane spynnyng quheille. 

And ay they sang Lyttil Pynkie's sang, 

Als loudde als they colde braye ; 
But saife the burden of that sang, 

The wordis I daurna saye. 

But ay quhan Pynkie made ane ryse. 

With fitfulle fairye flyng ; 
** Agayne, agayne 1" the Chaiplyng cryit, 
Weille profen, myne bonnye thyng I 
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** Agayne, agayne ! Agayne, agayne !" 
In madden yng screimme cryit hee, 

** Och, let mee se that spryng agayne, 
That I of lofe maye de !" 

And rounde and rounde the deidde Baronne 
Theye flapperit and they flewe ; 

And rounde and rounde the deidde Baronne 
Theye bumpyt and theye blewe. 

Quhill the Chaiplyng hee begoude to gaspe 

And quhizle in the throtte, 
And downe hee felle upon the greinne 

Lyke ane greate mardel stotte. 
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He strdkU oat bis Udthl je lymbiSy 

His eeyne sette id his heidde, 
But " Agajne, agajne !" caime with ane ryils, 

Quhill after hee wals deidde. 

Then all the lande togedder ranoe 

To prieste and holy fryer. 
And there wals prayeris in every kirkc« 

And hymnis in every quire ; 

For Lyttil Pynkie helde hir plaice 

At lordly e Rilbogye, 
And of everilk chamber in the housse 

Lyttil Pynkie keepit the ke. 

So wordis gone eiste and wordis gone weste, 

From Solwaye unto the Clyde, 
And wordb gone to the greate Mass John 

That livit on Cloudan syde. 

So he is awaye to Rilbogye halle 

These lordlys maldis to suve. 
And conjure that wylde thyng away 

Into the Reidd Sea's wave. 

Quhan he caime to Kilbogye yette 

He tirlit at the pynne, 
And quha wals so readdye als Lyttil Pyukle 

To ryse and let him in. 

** Bairiie, I haif wordis to say to you 
On matter most sincere ; 
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Quhare is the countreye jou caime frame. 
And quha wals it sente you heirre?^ 

** 1 caime from ane countreye farre awaye, 

A regioune caulme and sweitte. 
For all the stemis of the milky waye 

Werre fiurre henethe our feitt 



« 



But I huf romit this yirthlye sphere 
Some yyrgin soulis to wynne, 
Since maydis were bom the slaives of love. 
Of sorrowe, and of synne. 

*' By nychte and daye and glomyng graye, 

By grofe and greinwode tree ; 
Oh if you kennit quhat I haif donne 

To keippe them fayre and free ! 

** I haif satte upon theyre waifyng lock is 

Als daunceyng on the greinne, 
And watchit the blushes of the cheeke 

And glances of the eeyne. 

'' I have whysperit dremys into theyre eirria* 

Of all the snairis of lofe ; 
And coolit theyre yong and hopyng brestis 

With dewis distyllit abofe." 

** But O thou wylde and wycked thyng, 

Tbynk of this virgyn bande, 

Thou'st taiken theyre fiider from theyre heid« 

Theyre pastor from theyre hand." 
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** That Uder wab moe num so wylde. 

Diignuce of hanuui fraime; 
Hee keipit seTin lemaois in his halJe, 

And maide it house of shaime ; 
And bis fat Chaiplyng — irorste of alle. 

Thejre dedis I maye uot naime. 

" Before aoe of those maydis had blomit 

In lofely laidyhode. 
Each wold haif Joste hir quhite cleethyng. 

But and her sylken snode. 

'* Then blaime me not now, good Mass John, 

For workyng of this skalthe ; 
It wals the mennis besettyng synne 

That tosted them to dethe. 

** But now, Mass John, I know you are 

A gude man and ane true ; 
Therefore I yield my vyrgin chairge 

With plesure up to you. 

*• For O there is moche for me to doo 
'Mong maydenis mylde and meike ; 

Men are so wycked heire belowe, 
And wemyng are so weake. 

** But I will baithe your eeyne, Mass John, 

With unguent of the skye ; 
And you shall heirre with oder eirre. 

And se with oder eye. 
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** And you shall se the richte and wrong. 

With soule of dredde withynne ; 
Quhat habitantis you dwelle aman^, 

Quhat worlde you sojourne in." 

Sho touchit his eye, sho touchit his eirre. 

With unguent of the skye, 
Distillit from flowris of hevinlye boweris. 

That nevir nevir die. 

Mass John hee turnit him rounde aboi . 

To se quhat hee colde se ; 
** Quhat 's this ! quhat'sthis !" cryit goode Mass John, 

Quhat hath befallen mee! 

** For outhir I am sounde asleippe. 

And in ane feirsome dreime ; 
Or else I'm deidd, and gane to hevin, 

Which raither wolde beseime. 

** For spyritis co:Tse and spyritis go, 

Of eviry shaipe and shaide. 
With ghostis and demonis not ane few, 

Sothe I am sore afrayde ! 

" Quhare is — quhare is Lyttil Pynkie gone? 

I cannot brooke this payne ; — 
Oh ! taik this oyntment off myne eeyne, 

And maike mee biynde agayne. 

" How can 1 live, or moove, or thynk 
With ipiritis to congree ; 
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I iio acquaintance haif of them. 
And thej haif nonne of mee V 

But Lyttil Pjnkie she wals gane 

Awaye by daille and glenne. 
To guarde the vyrginis of the ]ande 

From wylis of wycked menne. 

And goode Mass John Is lefte alone 

'Mang spyritb of everilk hue ; 
There were spyritis blacke, and spyritis quhyte, 

And spyritis greene and blue. 

And theye were moovyng too and fro 

'Mang thyngis of mortal birthe, 
A Is thicke als burdis upon the bough. 

Or human thingis on yirth. 

Eache vyrgin had ane guardian fere, 

Als fayre als flowir of Maye ; 
And hee himself ane great blacke doug^e 

That wolde not pass awaye. 

And some had devilis to bee theyre maitis. 

And some had two or thre. 
That playit soche prankis with maidis and Sanctis, 

As wals ane shaime to se. 

And then the dougge — the great blacke dougge* 

Kept lokyng in his faice. 
With many a dark and meanyng scowlle, 

A nd many a sly grimalce: 
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It wads ane lyffe hee colde not brooke. 

He wals so hard bestedde ; 
He colde not preiche, hee colde not pruye-^ 

He colde not sleippe in bedde. 

For evin within the haly kirke. 

By that amaizyng spelle. 
He saw some scenb before his faice 

Ais I can hardlye lelle. 

Soche als ane spyrit spreddyng clotlie 

Before ane tailoris eeyne ; 
And hee wals steillyng in his herte, 

TrowL.g hee wals not seene. 

And some wolde shaike ane mychtie purse 

Before the courtieris sychte, 
Quha soldo his countrye for the saime 

With very greate delychte. 

And some were throwyng cairdis and dysse 

To many a drowsye wychte, 
Quha playit and cursit, and cursit and pla . it. 

Before they re pastoris s^ychte. 

And some were wooyng maydinis dynke 

With sylkis and satynis fyne. 
And some with yowis and wycked teris, 

Ane very deirre propyne. 

And some were tyckeiling maydinis oiilde 
With thoughtis of nianlye youth ; 
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Yea, half the scents the kirke withyniie 
Were synnfuUe and uncoathe. 

Mass John aft tryit to close his eeyne, 
And shutte them from his sychte ; 

For there were prankis so very droHe, 
Theye maide him laugh outrychte. 

There wals no thoughtis withynne the herlis» 

Though secret and untolde. 
But theye were acted in his sychte 

By spyritb manifolde. 

He wyshed for dethe, and colde not lie 
Suche strange enchantment under, 

Thus wanderyng with a spyritis eye 
Amid a worlde of wonder. 

For manne moste be ane mortyl thyng, 

With ane immortyl mynde, 
Or passe the dore of dethe, and leiTe 

Mortality e behynde. 

So goode Mass John longit ferventlye 
That lyffe with him were donne. 

To mix with spyritis or with menne, 
But only with the onne. 

And then the duugge, the greate blacke dougge 

Wals ever in his plaice ; 
Evin at the altar there it stode, 

And stairit h'vm Vxi l\ve falc«% 
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Mass John wente home and layit him downe, 

And soone wals with the deidde. 
And the bonnye maydis of Rilbogye 

Are lefte withoute ane heidde. 

Quhan sevin long yens had come and passit. 

With blynke and showir awaye, 
Then Lyttil Pynkie sho caime backe 

Upon ane Hallow-daye. 

But the straynis that Lyttil Pynkie sung 

At settyuig of the sonne, 
Were nevir forgotte by old or young, 

QuhiU lyffe with them wals done. 

Quhat then wals sayit, or quhat wals donne. 

No mynstrelle evir knewe; 
But the bonnye maydis of Rilbogye 

With beauty blomit anewe. 

Some demyt that theye wolde pass awaye 

To Oder lande than this; 
But they lyvit the lyvis that wemyng lofe. 

Of sociale virthlie bUsse. 

But many a taille in westlande daille, 

Quainte rhyme and &irye laye» 
There yet remaynts of Pynkie's straynis. 

Upon the Hallow-daye. 
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,The eagle flew over the Laggan Loch, 
And down by the braes of Badenoch, 
And eastward, eastward sped his way, 
Far over the lovely links of Spey, 
Till the lord of Balloch turn'd his eye 
To the haughty journeyer of the sky, 
And he said to his henchman, ** Gill-naomb, 
What brings the eagle so far from home ?" 

Then Gillion watch 'd his lord's dark eye. 
And his voice it falter'd in reply ; 
And he said, *' My lord, who needs to care 
For the way of the eagle in the air? 
Perhaps he is watching Lochdorbin s men. 
Or the track of the Gordons of the Glen, 
For he spies, from his stories of the wind. 
That the dead are often left behind ; 
Or, haply, he knows, in our forest bounds. 
Of some noble stag dead of his wounds.** 

" Go, saddle my steed without delay, 
I have mark'd yon eagle, day by day. 
Still hovering over yon* lonely dell- 
There s a dread on my soul which I dare hot tell. 
Gillion, no mystery may I brook, 
I like not your suspicious look, 
And have noted your absence from my hand 
More than I approve or understand ; 
Say, have you heard no word at all 
Of some one m\&s*d ttom her father's hall ?" 
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No, my good lord — No, not one word, 
As I shall be sworn upon my sword ; 
And why should the eagle's yelling din 
Awake suspicions your heart within ?^ 

That lord he mounted his gallant steed. 
But at his henchman he shook his head. 
And gave him a look as bounding away. 
That fill'd his black heart with dismays 
And he fled to hide in the bosky burn. 
For he durst not wait his lords return. 

The lord of Balloch away is gone^ 
With beating heart, to the wild alone; 
For in the dead of night he had dream'd 
Of that dell o'er which the eagle screamed. 
And there, with his mortal eye, had seen 
A vision of terror and of teen ; 
And something was borne on his soul oppressed. 
Of a deed that would never be redress'd ; 
For there are spirits that the truth can scan. 
And whisper it to the soul of man. 

The eagle he sail'd upon the cloud. 
And he spread his wings, and scream 'd aloud. 
For he durst not light in the lonely dell. 
But his rage made all the echoes yell; 
For he saw the blood below his feet, 
And he saw it red, and he knew it sweet. 
And though death was pleasing to his eye. 
The silken tartans stream'd too nigh. 

The lord of Balloch rode on and on, 
With a heavy gloom his heart upon. 
Till his steed began to show demur. 
For he snorted and refused the spur. 
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And. nor for coaxing nor for blow. 

Farther one step he would not go ; 

He rear'd aloft and he shook with fear, 

And his snorting was terrible to hear. 

The gallant steed is left behind, 

And the chief proceeds with a troubled mind. 

But short way had that ^ood lord gone. 
Ere his heart was turn'd into a stone ; 
It was not for nought that the steed rebel I'd ; 
It was not for nought that the eagle yelled ; 
It was not for nought that the visions of night 
Presented that lord with a grievous sight, — 
A sight of misery and despair : 
But I dare not tell what he found there ! 
For the hearts of the old would withhold belief, 
And the hearts of the young would bleed with grie!^ 
Till the very fountains of life ran dry ! 
Sweet sleep would forsake the virgin's eye. 
And man, whose love she had learn 'd to prize. 
Would appear a monster in disguise — 
A tiling of cursed unhallow'd birth. 
Unfit to dwell on his Maker's earth; 
The very flowers of the wilder'd dell 
Would blush, were I that tale to tell ! 

Ah I the clan of Lochdorbin for ever may rue 
That the dream and the result proved so true, 
For twenty ruffians of that dome. 
And at their head base Gill-na«omb, 
Were hung by the necks around that delU 
To bleach in the snows and rains that fell, 
And there they swung, the wild within. 
Till the dry bones rattled in the skin ; 
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And they hung, and tliey hung, till a]l was gone 
Save a straggling skull and white hack-bone, 
A lesson to men of each d^ree. 
How sacred the virgin form should be. 

As for Lochdorbin 8 brutal chief, 
He was pinion*d like a common thief, 
And cast into a dungeon deep 
Below the Balloch castle-keep. 
Where he pined to death, there not the first 
Who had died of hunger and of thirst ; 
On his own flesh he strove to dine, 
And drank his blood instead of wine, 
Then groan'd his sicken'd soul away. 
Cursing the lord of Balloch*s sway. 
And wishing, with dying grin and roar. 
That twenty maidens, and twenty more. 
Were in his power in the lonely dell. 
And all by that lord beloved as well. 

He is gone— extinct, and well away — 
His castle's a ruin unto this day, 
And neither the shepherd nor hind can tell 
The name of the chief that there did dwell. 
And all that remains of that cruel beast. 
Who laid the Buchan and Bogie waste, 
Are some shreds of bones in the Balloch keep. 
Still kick'd about in that dungeon deep ; 
Or haply some films of dust unshrhied, 
Whirl'd on the eddies of the wind. 
So perish all from noble range, 
Who would wrong a virgin for revenge I* 

* IIm acone of this aiident and hcnnible Ip^^nd seems to have been in the 
OfWDtry of the Grants, whose chief may have been the Lord ui Ikdloch. In 
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the same dittrict also, there is an mMient castle, or rathor gamson, of frrmt 
strength and magnificence, called Lochindorb. It is situated on an island. 
Its walls are twenty feet thick, and it corers fhlly an acre of in*ound. it 
has a spacious entrance of hewn stone, and strong watch-towers at each 
comer. The inhabitants of the district can give no account of it, but say 
it was the residence of a great cateran chief, who was pnt down by the 
Earl of Moray and the Laird of Grant. Another account is, that he and 
all his followers were surprised, and cut off' to a man, by the Laird of Grant. 
It is not improbable that this eateran chief may have been one of King Ed- 
ward's oflleen. 
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NEW WORKS AND NEW EDITIONS, 

PUBLISHED BY 

BLACKIE AND SON, 

GLASGOW, EDINBURGH, AND LONDON. 
Now Tullishing in Farts, 2s. Od, each. Companion to tke "In^peridl Dictionary,^* 

THE I M P E R 11V L GAZETTEER; 

A GENERAL DICTIONARY OP GEOGRAPHY, 

Physical, Political, Statistical, and Descriptive, indading Compre- 
hensive Accounts of the Countries, Cities, Principal Towns, Yill^es, Seas, 
L^cs, Rivers, Islands, Mountains, Valleys, &c., in the World. 

A good Gazetteer was at no time more lu'gently wanted than now, when the 
relations of this country have been so greatly extended, when the progress of 
British power and enterprise has opened up so many new fields for scientific 
inquiry and commercial speculation, and when so many large and interesting 
additions have beoi made to our geographical knowledge. 

It is the piupose of the Imperial Gazetteer to supply such a Work td 
the circumstances of the present age require. In its compilation, the most 
recent and authentic sources will be consulted, and particular attention will be 
paid to the Trade and Resources of the various places described, and to tlir 
Social Condition, Maimers, Customs, &&, of the Inhabitants. Great care wiO 
also be bestowed on the Physical Geography of Countries, in the various depart- 
ments of Geol(^, Hydrography, Climatology, Botany, Zoology, &c., and <m the 
laying down of geographical positions and relative distances. 

It is hoped, by the adoption of a perspicuous arrangement of matter, and by 
a clear and methodical treatment of subject, to render the Imperial Gazetteer 
a valuable work of ready reference— a concise repertory of new and interesting 
information; and, whilst it will not degenerate into a mere Index, in the vain 
attempt to embrace every locality at home and abroad, it will avoid the contrary" 
error of occupying space with diffuse and wearisome articles, utterly out of place 
in a book of reference, and calculated only to extend the Work to an inconvenient 
size, or to restrict its attention to a comparatively small number of places. 

As no written description of a locality can give so accurate a conception of 
its features or position as a plan or pictorial representation, this Work will be 
illustrated by upwards of Seven Hundred Engravings on Wood, printed 
in the text These Illustrations will comprise Views of Cities and Towns ; of 
Remarkable Buildings, Antiquities, Natural Scenery, Costumes, Plana of Porta 
and Harbours, and Small Maps of River Mouths, Islands, and Island Groups, &&, 
on an enlarged scale. See full Prospectus and Conditions in Part YirsL 

"A most elaborate Work, and admirably executed.**— !Rcv. Frahcis Close, A.M., 
Cheltenham. **The Work is likely to be eminently useful, either to learned or un- 
learned persons.**— Rev. W. Dobson, A.M., Principal of Cheltenham CcUege, ** A 
valuable addition to our c:eographical publications." — ^Rev. James Robestson, AM., 
FrindnaH oj Bishop's College, Bristol. "The * Imperial GAzertna:*.* 'w>J!k ^s?ss«. "«>. ^ 
valuable eompanion to the 'Imperial Dictiovkki * **---"BjCT."!£i.'^^ssa¥«s:i»^^5^.«^ 
Frindpal qf Orossenor CcUege, Bath, 
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lint complete Edition ; in about S4 Pof^ 2«. eocA. ^M numerous lUustratiam, 

THE WORKS OF JOHN BUNYAN, 

PRACTICAL, ALLEGORICAL, AND MISCELLANEOUS, 

With Editorial Prefaces and Notes, and an Essay on Buntan's 
Genius, Times, and Contemporaries. By George Offob, Editor 
of The Pilgrim's Progress, for the Hanserd KnoDys Society. 

BuNTAN*s Works form, as a whole, the most engaging, faithful, and iuvala- 
able Body of Divinity that has ever been published, and that in a beaatifiil 
simplicity of language which no one can misunderstand. The wluAe Works 
of Bunyan are not, however, of easy access. They have never been all collected 
and published in any uniform series. The portions that have appeared from 
time to time have iQl been mutilated, altered, and deteriorated; and, nntil 
some very recent editions of the Pilgrim, not a single book or treatise coold 
be found in its original integrity and beauty, axegt amongst the Btores of 
book-collectors. 

They are now reprinting from the Author's own editions, in a handsome fonn, 
with suitable embellishments. Every treatise will be accompanied with an 
Introduction and Notes; and all obsolete words, or ancient customs, will be 
carefully explained and illustrated. No labour or expense will be spared to 
render this edition worthy of Bunyan's fame and reputation, and to adapt it 
equally to the library of the learned and ingenious, and to the modest book- 
shelf of the poor. 

SEPARATE ISSTTES. 

To meet the wonts of those who already possess the Allegorical Works of 
Bunyan, the Publishers divide the whole Works into two Separate Issues. 

L-THE EXPERIMENTAL, DOCTRINAL, and PRACTICAL WORKS. 
WUh niustraiions. In 32 Parts, Is. each. 

n.-THE ALLEGORICAL, FIGURATIVE, and SYMBOLICAL WORKS. 

JVith numerous Illustrations. In 18 Parts, Is. each. 

Compute in 30 Parts, Imperial 8»o, 2j. 6d. each; or in Ttoo Vols. Cloth, £4, 

THE IMPERIAL DICTIONARY, 

ENGWSH, TECHNOLOGICAL, AND SCIENTIFIC; 

Adapted to the Present State of Literature, Science, and Art, on the Basis of 
Webster's English Dictionary; with the addition of many Thousand 
Words and Phrases from the other Standard Dictionaries and Encyclopedias, 
and from numerous other sources; comprising all Words purely English, 
and the principal and most generally used Technical and Scientific Tenn% 
together with their Etymologies, and their Pronunciation, according to the 
fcest authorities. 

Illustrated hy upwords of Tvbo TTwrnaaflL "Entjrwnsng^ «m. Wm^L \ ' 
•»♦ See Prospectus wiA. 0\|\moiQa «^.^K0'^ 
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ft OM FoiMM, Imperial 4/o, eU/fantli/ hound in Morocco, price S&, lOf.; 

or in 38 Farts, Sj. 6ii. Mdl. 

THE IMPERIAL FAMILY BIBLE; 

Contaimog the Old and New Testaments, according to the most conect 
copies of the Authorised Version. With many thousand Critical, Explana- 
tory, and Practical Notes. Also, References, Readings, Chronological TaUes, 
and Indexes. Ilxustrated by a Superb Series of Engravings, firom the 
Old Masters, and from Original Designs, by John Martin, KX. 

"A noble and beautifol edition of the Sacred Volume. No copy has ever been 
pheed before us distingaished by so many exceUencies."— ^/ Union, 

Nov Publishiuff in S4 Numbers, Od, each, vt'A Tweni^-fies exquinls Bngrarings, 

and Tvcehe Coloured Maps, 

THE ILLUSTRATED POCKET BIBLE; 

Containmg the Old and New Testaments, according to the Authorised 
Version. With nearly 9000 Critical and Exphmatory Notes, and 80,000 
References and Readings. 

"Altt^ther the best and cheapest portable cdition.of the Scriptures which we 
have yet seen."— ^/fo*. 

Companion to tks Illustrated Pocket Bible, in 16 Numbers, 6d. each, 
THE ILLUSTRATED AND ANNOTATED 

BOOK OF COMMON PRAYER; 

WITH TWENTY ILLUSTRATIONS, 
Chiefly from the Old Masters, and Eight Designs for the Offices, by Selous. 

The Rubrics printed in red. 
Hie Notes are compiled from the writings of Hooker, Barrow, Beveridge, 
Comber, Hall, Patrid^ Burnet, Home, Taylor, Seeker, Veneer, Wheatley, &c 
An Historical Sketch of the Origin and Progress of the Liturgy, an Explicaticm 
of Ecclesiastical Chronolo37, and a General Index to the Notes, are added. 

The Illustrations include many of the finest productions of the Old 
Masters, together with several choice specimens of Modem Art ; and among 
the latter, the beautiful Designs for the Offices, by Sdous, cannot fail to excite 
deep r^ard for the chastened religious sentiment which they embody. 



Illustrated Edition, Complete in 15 Farts, Is. each, 

CONTEMPLATIONS 

On the HISTORICAL PASSAGES op the OLD and NEW TESTA- 
liENTS. By the Right Rev. Joseph Hall, D.D., succesavdy Bishop 
of Exetor and Norwidu With an Essay on his Life and Writings, by Ralph 
Wardlaw, D J>., Ghisgow. 
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lUusfrated Edition, to be completed in 20 Parts, Is. each. 

THE CHRISTIAN'S DAILY COMPANION; 

A Series of Meditations and Short Practical Commeuts,oxi^<b\sv<«9f^\ssc^QeaKsd(. 
Doctrines and Precepts of the Holy ^cnptuxca, vrrasv^gs^ \sst\i«^^'i«a2Sssssg, 
throagbout the year. With Twewty-ont Mgia>|^w*«at E^TRgtcswe*^ 
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To ht Completed in about 83 Pturts, 2s. eaeh, with Fifty Illtutratioiu, 

THE COMPREHENSIVE FAMILY BIBLE; 

CONTAINING THE OLD AND NEW TESTAMENTS, 

Accofdin^ to the most Correct Copies of the Authorized Version ; with Copious 
Critical and Explanatory Notes, and Practical Reflections; also Eeferences^ 
Readings, Chronological, and other Tables. 

For beauty of form, text, and illustration, this Bible commends itself strongly 
to the Christian Community ; and in its more important features of Comment, 
Reference, and Introductory matter, it constitutes a Commentary of high value 
to all classes of Biblical Students. Its worth is greatly enhanced by the Rer. 
John Barr's Index of Subjects and Concise Dictionary of Terms, 
which has been prepared as a Supplement. 

The Engraved Illustrations consist in part of Historical Subjects, 
from the Ancient and Modem Masters ; but the larger portion comprise views 
of Mountains, Rivers, Lakes, and other natural Scenery; together with Cities 
and Towns, existing or in ruins ; Temples, Tombs, «fec.; the whole having direct 
reference to Bible Incidents and History, and more especially illustrating the 
Fulfilment of Prophecy. 

Complete in 20 Parts, Is. each, Illustrated trith Twenty Portraits, 

A HISTORY OF THE PAPACY, 

POLITICAL AND ECCLESIASTICAL, 

IN THE SIXTEENTH AND SEVENTEENTH CENTURIES; 

Including the Re-organization of the Inquisition; the Rise, Progress, and 
ConsoUdation of the Jesuits ; and the means taken to effect the Counter- 
Reformation in Germany, to revive Romanism in France, and to suppress 
Protestant principles in the south of Europe. By Leopold Ranks. 

Translated from the latest German Edition by David Dundas Scott, Esq.; 

with Notes by the Translator, and an Introdatory Essay by J. H. Merle 

D*Aubign6, D.D. 

Complete in 33^ Parts, Is. each, or 3 vols. Cloth, 35«., Illustrated with 

Seventeen Portraits. 

HISTORY OF THE REFORMATION 

IN THE SIXTEENTH CENTURY. 

By J. H. Merle D*Aubignb, Translated by D. D. Scott, Esq.; with Notes by 
the Translator, and from the Netherlands Edition of the Rev. J. J. Le Roy. 

IhwSditum, with Memoir and Portrait of the Author, in \G\ Parts, \s, eaeJL 

THE PROTESTANT; 

A iteries of Essays, in which are discussed at length those Subjects which form 
the Distinguishing Eeatuiea\)el^eeQ.TTa.e and False Religion; between the 
Ciuistianity of the New TealamEtA. «x!kdL ^<&'$\).\ni^iV£(RscsiQ&k<s^ has 

nsnrped the name. By YTii-iaasl ^'C^knw.^^- 
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Now Publishing in Tarts, 2s. 6c2. each. Super-royal Svo, 

A CYCLOPEDIA OF AGRICULTURE, 

PRACTICAL AND SCIENTIFIC; 

Ot WHICH 

THE TnEORY, THE AKT, AND THE BUSINESS OF FARMING, 
In all their departments, are thoroughly and practically treated. 

By upwards of Fifiy of the most eminent Farmers, Land Agents, and Scioitific 
Men of the day. Edited by John C. Morton, Editor of the "Agncultoral 
Gazette." 

With above One Thousand Illustrations on Wood and Steel, 

Tub object of this 'Work is to present to the agricultoi'al reader the whole of 
ilic truth immediately connected with his profession, so far as it is known to 
i.\\c men most familiar with the sciences it inyolves, the methods it employs* 
;iiid the risk it incurs. 

Illustrations on wood and steel, of Farm Buildings, Insects, Plants, culti- 
vated and micultivatcd, Agricultural Machines, Implements and OpentioDa, 
I &c., will be given wherever it is presumed they can be usefuL 

♦»♦ Sec full Prospectus and Conditions in Part First ; together with 
Testimonials and Opinions at length. 

Selections from the Recommendations given to this Work:— 

** It is a Work of great merit, and will be very valuable to the practical farmer. 
Every farmer who cau afifurd it, ougbt to have a copy of the Work." — Thosias Bal- 
2i£B, Esq., Land Commissioner for the Dvke of Richmond, Gordon Castle. 

"The Work is fully up to the present day, there being ample details of the latest 
diBC0Terie8."~Mr. Gkorge Hops, Farmer, Fenton Barns, Drcm, HadditigUnukire. 

** Tbts admirable C>-clopedia." — Mark Lane Express. 

"I have uo hcsitntiun uhatever in expressing my In^li opinion of the ' Cydopedia 
of Agnciilturc.* "—31. M. Milbukn, Esq., Sotcerby, Thirst, Yorkshire.. 

**Thc Uathidcal of a 'Cyclopsdia of Agriculture.' **— Scottish Jgritsdtwal Journal 
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In 17 Nos., 6d. each; or 1 Vol, 9*, 

THE AGRICULTURIST'S CALCULATORS 

A SERIES OF TABLES 
worn 
LAND.MEASURING, DRAINING, MANURING, PLANTING, WEIGHT OF 
HAY AND CATTLE, BY MEASUREMENT, BUILDING, &c. 

Adapted to the use of all engaged in Agriculture or the Management of Land. 

** The * Agricullurist'a Odcnlator* seems to me the most perfect of the Agricultural 
Beady.Reckoncrs I have seen."— J. C. Mobton, Editor of (A« if^ncwlUxoX ^owUfc. ^ 
j " It is my opinion that the work wiU be ot VW ^caiieaX. ;Ax«x^®^ Vi "^ «SKaR.^&»^ 

; wilh /and."— Thomas Baluek, Communoner /or tK« Duke oj Bac>w(*«»uA.. 
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To he completed m ahout22Part9, imperial Ato, 28. 6d. each; and inParts at ls.6d^ 

THE CABINET-MAKER'S ASSISTANT: 

A SERIES OF ORIGINAL DESIGNS FOR MODERN FURNITURE. 

With Descriptions and Details of Constinction, preceded by Practical Observa- 
tions on tnc Materials and Manufacture of Cabinet-work ; and Instructions 
in Drawing; adapted to the Trade; including Practical Geometry; Projection, 
Light and Shadow, Perspective^ and the execution of Working Drawings, &c 

To be completed in about 24 Parts, 2a, Qd. each, 

RAILWAY MACHINERY: 

A TREATISE ON THE MECHANICAL ENGINEERING OP 

RAILWAYS; 

Embracing the Principles and Construction of Rolling and Fixed Plant, in all 
departments. Illustrated by a Series of Plates on a large scale, and by 
numerous Engravings on Wood. By Daniel Kinneak Clask, Engineer 

PROFESSIONAL NOTICES. 

" We have had many works on KaQway Engineering, but not one which embraces 
the whole field so completely as that of which some specimen Numbers are now be- 
fore us. Some have treated of the modes of setting out or laying down railways onlv; 
others, of the locomotive machiuery employed on them onlv; but the plan of Mr. 
Clark's Work includes ' the principles and construction of (both) roUinj; and fixed 
plant in all its departments.* WcU designed, the Work gives every promise of being 
also well execnteu. Mr. Clark is a careful collector of facts, and shows generally great 
jndgnicnt and discernment in bringing out their salient points. He gives proofs, too, 
of being thoroughly conversant, both theoretically and practicaUy, with all the 
branches of his subject. . . . The Work is got up in a style which does great 
credit to the press of the publishers; the type and paper are excellent; and the pic- 
torial embellishments as splendid as profuse.^' — London Mechamc^ MoffeuHne. 

"This is certainly an important Work, because it gives, in a cheap form, and with 
fall illustration, precisely what the practical man wants. The plates, carefully got 
up> &^'^ ft correct general idea; wlule the details are fully described in numerous 
woiwcnts, showing not only every variety of construction, but illustrating, by dia- 
grams, the working motion. It is a contribution on tlie subject of Railway MachJueiy 
which was much wanted, and can scarcely faU to come to a successftd issue." — Civil 
Engineer and ArchxtecVs Journal. 

"Mr. Clark's Work promises to exhaust the subject; and if it be carried through 
as it is begiui, cannot fail to be the standard Work on railway mechanism in the Eng- 
lish language. It is profusely illustrated wiUi copper])late eopavings and woodcuU, 
and reflects the greatest credit both upon the talent of Uie author and the enterprize 
of the publishers." — The Artiznn. 

" The Work, so far as published, is very much in advance of any other publication 
of the kind that has gone before it, both as regards originality, breadth, and clearness 
of treatment; and we have some confidence that the zeal — perhaps we ought to say 
the enthusiasm — ^which carried the author so successfully through the years of 
experimental and preparatory labour, which must have altogether preceded the pub- 
lication of any part or such a Work, will not have failed in the portion which is yet tc 
come. Such a Work, indeed, could be produced only under the heat of enthusiasm, 
backed by a hale and energetic constitution ; for under no other conditions could tJir 
secmingrly inexhaustible stock of data which the author has at command have been 
accumuJatcd. We have no need to rec< mniend the work — ^it recommends itself more 
effcciuaUy than we can. But we wsi^ fuirly add, that if the Work proceeds through- 

ont aa it has hitherto done, it vr\\\ fiwaXV^ ocmSct uq wasia. XwasfiS. ou the profession." 

— Practical Mechanic f Journal ^second ivoUce"). 
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PROFESSIONAL WORKS. 

THE~FARM ENGINEER; 

A Treatise on Bam Machinery, and the application of Steam and other 
motiTe Powers for Agricultural purposes. By Robert Ritchie, C£., 
Edinburgh. 10 Parts, Is. each ; or in Cloth, I2s. 

SMITH'S ESSAY ON COTTAGES. 

An Essay on the Construction of Cottages, for which the Premium wai 
Toted by the Highland Society of Scothind. With working Plant, Specift- 
cations. Details, and Estimates. By Q. Smitu, Architect, Edinburgh. 
Cloth, 4f. 

THE FARMERS' GUIDE 

• A Treatise on the Diseases of Horses and Black Cattle ; with Instructiima 
for the Management of Breetling Marcs and Cows. By James WsBEy 
Veterinary Surgeon. Cloth, 3«. 6d, 

THE TAILORS' GUIDE 

A Practical Guide for the Tailors' Cutting-room; being a Treatiae on 
Measuring and Cutting Clothing; in all Styles, and for every period of life; 
also the Cutting of Pulpit and Bar Gowns, Regimentals, liTcries, &c, 
with directions for Making-up and Alterations. By Joseph Couts. 
With numerous Phites and Diagrams. In 14 Parts, 2«. each. 

THE PRACTICAL MEASURER; 

Or Tradesman and Wood-merchants' Assistant, with Plates. By Alex- 
ander Peddie. New Edition, Greatly enlarged. Roan, 6s. 6d.; or in 
12 Nos. 6d. each. 

THE MECHANICS' CALCULATOR; 

Comprehending Principles, Rules, and Tables, in the various Departments 
of Mathematics and Mechanics ; useful to Mill-wrights, En^neers, and 
Artiians in general Fourteenth Edition, corrected ami greatly enlarged. 
By William Grieb, Civil Engineer. Cloth, 5«. 6<f. 

THE MECHANICS' DICTIONARY; 

Being a complete Note-book of Technical Terms, Rules, and Tables, useful 
in the Mechanical Arts. Illustrated by Engravings of Machinery, and 
nearly 200 Cuts and Diagrams on Wood. By Wm. Grter. Cloth, 9». 

The Calculator and Dictionary are published in one Series of 
27 Nos., 6d. each. 

A TREATISE ON THE ART OF WEAVING. 

Illnstrated by nearly 260 Figures, with Warp, Waft, and Tarn Tables, 
for the use of Manufacturors. By John Murpht. lliird Edition. 
1 Vol 8vo. 16t.; or in 16 Nos. \s, each. 

A TREATISE ON CLOCK AND WATCHMAKING, 

Theoretical and Practical. By Tuomas Reid, Edinburgh. Bhistrated 
with Twenty Folding Plates, and Y\|;ntlt6 TSlCiftr^^gu *£U.^::Ns:S^\ ^"^s^^ 
iO Parts, 2«. each. v 
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N910 tmd Imfrcwd Edition, in 28 TarU, Imperial ^to, 2s. 6d. eaehi 
or «» 2 Voli.t Htdf MoroecOt £4, As. 

THE ENGINEER 

AND MACHINISTS ASSISTANT. 
Being a Series of Plans, Sections, and Elevations of Steam En^es, Spinning 
Machines, Mills for Grinding; Tools, &c., taken from Machines of the most 
approved construction at present in operation; with Descriptions and Practical 
Essays, on the construction and application of the Steam Engine, and on varioos 
departments of Machinery. 

Complete in 14 Half Vols., \\s. each, or 28 Divisions, Bs. each, 

THE POPULAR ENCYCLOPEDIA, 

OR CONVERSATIONS LEXICON; 
Being a General Dictionary of Arts, Sciences, literature, Biography, History, 
Ethics, and PoUtical Economy; with Dissertations on the Progress of Science^ 
Literature, and the Fine Arts, by Thomas Thomson, M.D., F.R.S., &C., 
Regius Professor of Chemistry, University of Glasgow; Sir Daniel K. 
Sandford, D.C.L., Professor of Greek, University of Glasgow* and Axlajt 
Cunningham, Esq., Author of 'Lives of British Painters,' &c. 
lUttstrated hy many Hundred Plates and Biagreans. 

In 25 Parts, Royal 8ro., 1^. each; with Fifty Ilhistrations. 

THE WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS, 

Complete Illustrated Edition, Literary and Pictorial, consisting of a complete 
Collection of his Poems, Songs, and Correspondence ; arranged Chronologically, 
and accompanied by nimierous Notes and Annotations. The whole preced^ 
by Professor Wilson's Celebrated Essay 'On the G^us and Character 
of Bums,' and Dr. Currie's Memoir of the Poet. 

With Eight Supplementary Parts, containing Thirty -two Plates; 
making in all Eighty-two Illustrations. 2 Vols., d^antly bound in 
cloth, SQs. 

Complete in 20 Parts, 2s. 6d. each, or One Vol, Half Morocco, £S, 8«. 

I TA L Y, 

CLASSICAL, HISTORICAL, AND PICTURESQUE; 

Illustrated in a Series of Views from Drawings by Stanfield, R.A., 
Roberts, R.A., Harding, Prout, Leitch, Brockbdon, Barnard, &c 
&c. With Descriptions of the Scenes. Preceded by an Introductory 
Essay, developing the Recent History and Present Condition of Italy and the 
Italians. By Camillo Mapei, D.D., formerly Canon of the Cathedral of 
Pcimc, and Graduate of the Collie of San Apollinare in Rome. 

This is one of the most beautiful illustrative Works that have ever issued 
from the press. It presents at the present moment a double claim to regard : 

/ fjodependcnt of its beauty a& & tAblo-book, the literary department contains 
much concerning Rome, its Pai^«\^xi\!a, «xACi^xxi«S{^^^sccvs:^^^s(A«\Vs^ to 

known in the family dicle. 
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ADAM.-ADAM'S ROMAN ANTIQUITIES; 

Edited by James Boyd, LL.D., one of the Masters of the Hi^ School, 
Edinburgh. 100 Illustrations. Price 5s. 6d. in doth; or with Unestkai^ 
7s. cIo(h. The Questions separately, price Is. 6d. 

" F.verv student should add it to his stock of books, however smalL" — MonMy Mag. 
'*The lengthened notes descriptive of ancient customs are most valuable." — TaiN 
Mag, 

AIKMAN.-HISTORY OF SCOTLAND. 

From the Earliest Period to the Present Time. A new Edition, with 
Ninety Illustrations— Landscape, Portrait, and HistoricaL In 52 
Parts, \s. each; or 12 half Vols., 5s. each. 

This is tlic only Work embmcing the entire range of Scottish llistory from 
the Earliest Times to tlie Year 1851. 

ANDERSON.-THE LADIES OF THE COVENANT. 

Memoirs of Distinguished Scottish Female Characters, embracing the period 
of the Covenant and Persecution. By the Rev. James Anderson, AutiMnr 
of ** Martyrs of the Bass." IVith numerous Engravings, Handsome^ bound 
in doth, 7s. 6d. 

"The book wiU be an immense favourite with all who can appreciate the moral 
sublime." — Glasgow Examiner. 

AN DREW. -CYCLOPEDIA OF DOMESTIC MEDICINE AND 
SURGERY. By Thomas Andrew, M.D. Illustrated with Engravings 
on Wood and Steel. Royal 8vo, 18*. cloth; or in 17 Parts, Is. each. 

"Of much utility asarcadyandsimpleguidcinincdicalpractice." — Utofool Cornier, 
" We strongly recommend the work." — Bristol Times. 

BARR.-OATECHETICAL INSTRUCTIONS ON INFANT BAP- 
TISM. To wliich is prefixed. An Address to Young Parents. Thirteenth 
Edition. Price 4d. 

BARR.-CATECHET1CAL INSTRUCTIONS FOR YOUNG COM- 
MUNICANTS, designed to Assist them in forming Scriptural Views of the 
Lord's Supper; with an Address to Young Persons not yet Communicants. 
Twenty-third Edition. Price 4d. 

EARR.-HELP TO PROFESSING CHRISTIANS, 

in Judging their Spiritual State and Growth in Grace. Second EditioD, 
small 8vo, price Zs. cloth. 

"This Treatise deserves a wide circulation, and nill reward a c&rcful perastd.**— 
Evangelical Maganne, 

BARR.-SCRIPTURE STUDENT'S ASSISTANT; 

Being a complete Index and Concise Dictionary of the Bible. Ninth 
Edition. Foolscap 8to, price 2s. 6d. 

" No student of the Scriptures should be without this most excellent book."— £o»« 
Missionary Maganne, 

BAXTER.~THE SELECT PRACTICAL WORKS OF RICHARD 
BAXTEB> including the whole of his Treatises on Conversion ; The Divine 
life; Dying llioughts; and the Saints' Everlasting Rest. Carefully 
Revised, ana preceded by a Memoir of the Author, and Portrait 1 VoL 
super-royal 8vo, 26«. doth; or in 12 Parts, 2s. each. 
"Baxter's practical writings are a treasury of Christian wisdom."— Fi/Ser/SirM. 

BAXTER.-THE SAINTS' EVERLASTING REST; 

Tlie Divine Life; and Dying Thoughts; a Call to the Unconverted; MLd vx 
Now or Never. By Richard Baxt^u. Cttw&viSi^ ts?«afti\, -sssA ^-wssfts^ \ 
by a Memoir of the Author. 21 Noa., &d. ea!;2^ 
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BIBLE. 

jSeeBsowx; Cooke; Davidson; Haweis; Imperial Bibi.e, p. S; 
Illustrated Pocket Bible, p. 3. 

BOOK OF SCOTTISH SONG; 

A Collection of the Best and most Approved Songs of Scotland, Ancient 
and Modem ; ^ith Critical and Historiotl Notices regarding them and their 
Authors, and an Essay on Scottish Song. With En^ved Frontispiece and 
Title. In 16 Nos., 6d. each; or handsomely bound in doth, gilt edgea, 9s, 
Morocco d^ant, 11«. 
"The work is quite a gem**'—Fifeshire Journal, 

BOOK OF SCOTTISH BALLADS; 

A Comprehensi?e Collection of the Ballads of Scotland, with numerons 
Illustrative Notes, by the Editor of " The Book of Scottish Song." With 
EngniTed Frontii^iece and Title. In 15 Nos., 6d, each; or handsomdy 
bound in cloth, 9s. Morocco elegant, lis, 

** *The Book of Scottish Ballads' is just what was wanted to make the former 
national work (Book of Scottish Song) complete."— P«r/A CotulitutiomU, 

BROWN.-SELF-INTERPRETING BIBLE, 

Genuine Edition, with Corrections and Additions, under the Superintend- 
ence of the Author's Family. With Two Thousand Critical and Explana- 
tory Notes, numerous Beferences and Headings ; also, a Memoir of the 
Author, by his Grandson, the late Rev. J. Brown Patterson, Minister of 
Falkirk; and a complete Index and Concise Dictionanr, by the Rev. John 
Barr, Glasgow. With Historical and Landscape lUustrationa, Family 
R^^ter, &c. Complete in 32 Parts, Is, each. 

BROWN.-DICTIONARY OF THE BIBLE, 

(Pictorial Edition), corrected and improved. By the Rev. James 
Smith, A.M. With Illustrative Notes, ])y the Rev. H. Cooke, D.D., 
LL.D. Illustrated by several Hundred Engravings on Wood and Steel 
In 20 Parts, Is. each. 

BROWN.-CONCORDANCE TO THE BIBLE 
Small ISmo, Is,, cloth, gilt edges. 

BUCHANAN.-THE TEN YEARS' CONFLICT; 

Being the History of the Disruption of the Church of Scotland. By Robert 
Buchanan, D.D. 2 Vols, doth, 21*. 

*• It is a history for the Church, and for future ages ; and not merely for a singfle 
sect, or for the present times s it is not for a pany, but for maukinu." — Scottish 
Guardian. 

BUNYAN.-PILGRIM'S PROGRESS, 

With Mason's Explanatory Notes, The World to Come, Heart's Ease, and 
Divine Emblems. With illustrations. 13^. cloth; or in 24 Nos., 6d. each. 

BURNS.-LAND OF BURNS; 

A Series of LANDSCAPES, from Paintings by D. O. Hill, RSJL Also, 
PORTRAITS of the Poet, his Friends, and Subjects of his Muse; with 
Descriptions and Biographical Notices, by Robert Chambers, Esq.; and 
an Essay on the Genius and Character of Bums, by Professor Wilson. 
In 5 Divisions, cloth gilt, 11«. each; or 2 Vols. £2, I2s, 6d.; also in 
23 Parts, 2s. each. 

COOKE.-BROWN'S SELF-INTERPRETING BIBLE, 

With an Introduction, copious Marginad References, and Notes Explanatoiy 

and Practical. With several Thousand additional Notes, explaining difficult 

texts, and reconciVmg seemmg coxvtwLdictvMva, bj the Rev. Henry Cooke, 

D.D., LL.D., Bclfr^t. l\\usttateA.N»Vt\v^\\^t%N\»3^. Cii^xK^isiubVEwTSL^ttxta^ 

royaJ 4to, 28, eac^h* W\t\i Batt*a InAex., ^ . ^AdatossoaSi. 
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GASQUET OF LITERARY GEMS. 

Containing upwards of Seven Hundred Extracts in Poetry and Plroae, 
firom nearly Three Hundred different Authors. Illustiated by Twenty- 
five Engraviiiffs, from Ori^fd Dra^-iii^s, chiefly by Members of the Royal 
Scottish Acackmy. In 4 Vols., elegantly bound in doth, price 28*. ; or in 
24 Parts, Is. each. 

** These four beautiful duodecimos contain an extensive andyalnable sdection of 
oar finest prose and poetry." — Edinburgh Literary Gaulle. 

CHAMBERS.-UVES OF ILLUSTRIOUS AND DISTINGUISHED 
SCOTSMEN, forming a complete Scottish Biographical Dictionary. By 
Robert Chambers. In 4 Vols. 8vo, Embellisted with 72 Portraits, S2«.; 
or, in 8 Half Vols., 6s. 6d. each. 

"A standard work, and hononrabic to every library in which it may find a place." 
MetropolUaH Magazine. 

COMMERCIAL HANDBOOK; 

A Compendium of Tables and Information for the Trader, Merchant, and 
f"' Commercial Traveller, 310 pages, 48mo, 1«., roan. 

D'AUBIGNE.-HISTORY OF THE REFORMATION. 

Emerald Edition. The Four Volumes complete, sewed, 5». 6rf.; 
bound in doth, 6s. With a Portrait of Lutuer in his Study, and a 
View of the Fortress of Wartburg. 

DAVIDSON.-A TREATISE ON DIET, 

, Comprising the Natural History, Properties, Composition, Adulteration, 
[ and Uses, of the Vegetables, Animals, Fishes, Birds, &c., used as Food. 
^By William Davidson, MJD., M.R.C.S.E. Price, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

i "The volume is comprehensive; aud will be a valuable aid to the student and 
yonng practitioner." — Edinburqh Medical and Surgical Journal. 

"A useful manual on the subject, as well to the professional as to the nnprofes- 
sioual reader.**— 2>i/i/tu Medical Press. 

DWIGHT.-A SYSTEM OF THEOLOGY; 

Or, COMPLETE BODY op DIVINITY; in a Series of Sermons. By 
Timothy Dwigiit, D.D. Vith an Essay on the Int^piration of the Holy 
Scriptures. 1 Vol. super-royal 8vo, 2ls.; or in 10 Parts, 2s. each. 

FAMILY WORSHIP. 

A Series of l*rayers, with Doctrinal and Practical Bemarks on Passages of 
Sacred Scripture, for e%'ery Morning and Evening throughout the Year; 
adapted to the Services of Domestic Worship, by 180 Clerygmen of the 
Church of Scotland. In 1 Vol super-royal 8vo, doth, price 21».; or in 10 
Parts, 2t. each. 

FERGUSON.HNTEREST TABLES. 

At TRiirteen different Rates, firom a Quarter to Six per Cent.; also. Tables 
of Commission and Brokerage. Roan, S^. Gd. 

"For completeness, simple arrangement, and consequent case of reference, these 
Tables excel every work on Interest which we have yet seen." — Scotsman, 

FLEETWOOD.- LIFE OF OUR LORD AND SAVIOUR JESUS 
CHRIST; with the lives of the Apostles and Evangelists. By the Rev. 
John Fleetwood, D.D. Also, The Lives of the Most Eminoit Fathers 
and Martyrs, and the History of l*rimitive Christianity, by William 
Cave, D.D. With an Essay on the Evidences of Christianity, and numerous 
Notes not to be found in any other edition. To whidi is sub^oined^ ^.C^xw- "^k 
dae History of the Christian Ch\adi, Xi^ lE\!L<e'Ss«i.^ieLK^'VLK& ^vM».>"^Jfc>^ ^ 
BamtifuUy HJustrated, doth, 188.; c« m \^^«rta,\»- «^^tt* >*. , 
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FOXE.-BOOK OF MARTYRS. 

By John Tote, With an Introductory Ess^ and Notes, by the Bev. 
JouN Kennedy, Aberdeen. With Fbtes. Complete in 20$ Farts, li, 
each. 

GIBSON.-MAN'S ABILITY: 

With its Rdation to Gospel Doctrine, and Moral Hcsponsibility, Scriptnrally 
Considiaed. By the Bey. James Gibson, A.M., Glasgovr. Cloth, 3s. 6dL 

" This most admirable and invaluable treatise consists of seven chapters. Under 
these variovu heads, he cuts up by the roots the mutne and dilated theoloeicaf 
notions that are now so widely prevalent ; and he has tuns conferred a great boon 
on all who arc anxious to know the truth." — Bantur. 

*' A ver^ foil, comprehensive, and able disquisition on one of the most difficult 
and yet imnortant topics that can engage the deep and prayerful study of the 
human mino." — Firee Church Magazine. 

" A full, conscientious, and able compcnd of what we believe to be the scriptmral 
doctrine on the subject under discussion." — Low^a Edinburgh Mapaane. 

" We feel free to pronounce it the most elaborate and ample discussion of this 
wliolc q^ucstion which we have met with in the controversy of the present day." 
— Srnthsh Guardian. 

GOLDSMITH.-A HISTORY OF THE EARTH AND ANIMATED 
NATUBE. By Oliver Goldsmith. With Numerous Notes firom the 
Works of CuviER, Wilson, L. Bonaparte, Campibr, Vaillant, 
Lamarck, Lesson, JiACEPEDE, Audubon, &c.; as well as from the 
Works of the more distini^uished British Naturalists. Be-issue, with 
Coloured Plates; containing nearly 2400 illustrative Fibres, of which 
about 200 are Coloured In 2 Vols, large 8vo, 38«.; or in 36 Parts, Is. eadL 

GOLDSMITH.-THE MISCELLANfeOUS WORKS OF OLIVER 
GOLDSMITH, comprising Citizen of the World, Vicar of Wakefield, Poetical 
Works, Comedies, Miscellaneous Essays, &c. With an Essay on his Life 
and Writings. By Alex. Wh itelaw. Editor of " The Cas(met of Literary 
Gems," "Book of Scottish Son^/' &c. With 37 exquisite Engravings on 
Wood, hy Branston, Orrin Smith, and W. Linton, from Designs by W. 
Harvey and W. B. Scott. 10 Parts at 1*.; or in 2 Vols., doth, l2s. 

" Whatever he composed, he did it better than any other man could ; and whether 
we regard him as a poet, as a coniic writer, cr as nn historian, he was one of the 
first writers of his time, and will ever stand in the foremost class."-='i)r. Johnson. 

GRIER'S WORKS. -S** page 7. 

HARTLEY'S ORATORICAL CLASSBOOK. 

Eighth edition, boimd, Zs. 

HAWEIS.-THE FAMILY EXPOSITOR; 

Or, a Commentary on the Holy Bible, with an Litrodnction, Marginal 
References, and Readings, by the Rev. John Brown of Haddington; and 
a complete Index and Concise Dictionary, by the Rev. John Babr, Glasgow. 
With Maps, Plans, and other Engravings. In 65 Parts, at 1«. each. 

" I shall most cordially recommend it to serious Cliiistians of all denominations.*' 
— John Newion. 

HAWEIS.-COMMENTARY ON THE NEW TESTAMENT, 

Complete, with Plates, in 40 Nos., 6d. each. 

HOGG.-THE ETTRICK SHEPHERD'S WORKS. 

With Illustrations by D. O. Hill, Esq., R.S.A. POETICAL WORKS, 
with Autobiography and Reminiscences of his Contemporaries. 5 Vols, 
small 8vo, 3*. 6d. each. TALES and SKETCHES, including several 
Pieces not before published. 6 Vols, small 8vo, 3s. 6d. each. 

IMPERIAL BIBLE. S^ijageS. 

IMPERIAL DICTIONARY. See^^^^, 

IMPERIAL GAZETTEER. See^P^- 
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JOSEPHUS.-THE WORKS OF FLAVIUS JOSEPHUS, 
With Maps, and other niastiations. In 224 Parts, 1«. eadi. 

KNOX.-THE HISTORY OF THE REFORMATION IN 
SCOTLAND. By John Knox. With Introdnction and Notes, by Wm. 
M'Gavin. Portraits. 1 Vol doth, 9s. 

To the present ctlition have been added. The First Book of Disdnline; 
Qnentin Kennedy's (Abbot of Crossraguel) Oration in &your of the Mass, 
and a^inst Knox and the Reformation; the Disputation betwixt Knox and 
the Abbot of Crossragud, at Maybole, 1562. These scarce tracts alone 
have hitherto cost more than is now charged for a complete copy of the 
present work. 

LAWRIE,-MERCANT!LE ARITHMETIC, 

Adapted to the Imperial Weights and Measures, with the Nature, Use, and 
Nidation of Bills of Exchuige. By Gayin Lawrib. Second edition. 
In Two Parts, bound in roan, with Key, 3s.; or Parts I. and IL, in doth, 
ea<A, 1*. dd. ; the Key separa^y. Is. 

The First Part ends with the Calculation of Interest for Dajrs, and 
contains what is absolutely necessary for the common business of life. 

Part Second contains Dedmal Kules for the Calculation of Interest on 
Bank Accounts, &c.. Gain and liOss, Insurance, Stock Jobbing, Partner- 
ship, Bankruptcy, Exchange, and a Treatise on Bills. 

"For simplicity of mics, variety of examples, excellent ammgcment, and skilful 
gmdation of the exercises, this is one of the best books ou aritluaetic that has been 
published in onr day, whether for the use of scliools or of countiiig-lrauses.*' — 
i)ttmfries Herald. 

*' There is so much of what is necessary, with so little of what is superfluous, 
that it is a most desirable manual for schools." — Carlisle Journal, 

LAYS AND LAMENTS FOR ISRAEL: 

Poems on the Present State ajid Future Prospects of the Jews. Original 
and Selected. With Essay, by the Bev. John Anderson, Ildcnsburgh. 
With Frontispiece. Cloth, gilt edges, price 2s. 

MAVER.->JOHNSON'S ENGLISH DICTIONARY, 

With the addition of several Thousand Words, and the Pronnndation on 
the basis of Walker ; a concise Ueathen Mytholo^; and numerous other 
Useful Tables. By Wm. Maver. Eleventh edition. 2s. bound. 

MURPHY.-A TREATISE ON THE ART OF WEAVING, 

Illustrated by nearly 2C0 Figures, \^ ith Warp, Weft, and Yam Tables. For 
the use <rf Manufacturers. By John Murphy. Third edition. 1 VoL 
8?o, 16s.; or in 16 Nos., Is. each. 

M*CULLOCH.-THE LAND- MEASURERS READY RECKONER; 
Being Tables for ascertaining at sight the Contents of any Fidd or Piece 
of Luid. By Neil M'Culloch. Third edition. 2s. bound. 

** Without flattery to the compiler of this little work, we must conscientiously 
give him credit for 'the condsc, systematic, mid correct manner in which it is trof 
up. Its cost is so trifling, and its utility so great, that no class to whom it may 
apply ought to be without this pocket companion." — Eduthurgk Etsning Post. 

NAPOLEON BONAPARTE AND HIS TIMES. 

Illustrated with Portrait, and Plans of the various Campaigns. 10». 6d. 
doth ; or 20 Noa., 6d. each. 

PEDDIE'S PRACTICAL ME^lSURERs 

Or, Tradesman and Wood-Merchant's Assistant With Plates. Bounslvx 
roui, 6s. 6d.; or in 12 Nos., 6d. each. 

POCKET BIBLE AND PRAY&R. See^aige^^. 
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POTTER'S ANTIQUITIES OF GREECE; 

With niimeroiu Notes, and enlarged Indexes. By Jahes Boyd, LLJ)., 
one <tf the Masters of the High School, Edinhiirgh, and Editor oi " Adam's 
Roman Antiquities/' &c With a Sketch of the literatvjre of Greece^ bj 
Sir D. K. Sandford; and 150 Illustrationa. 4<. 6d. doth. 

POEMS;~BY ROBERT NICOLU 

With nnmerons additions, and a Memoir of the Author. Fourth Edition. 
Small 8vo, cloth, gilt, 3f . ^ 

REPUBLIC OF LETTERS, 

A Selection in Poetnr and Prose, from the Works of the most Eminent 
Writers, with manv Original Pieces. By the Editor of the "Casmiet of 
Literary Gems." With 25 IJlnstrations, after the most admired Artiats. 
In 4 Vols., elegantly bound in doth, price 208.; or in 16 Parts, la. eadi. 

« We do not know a more agreeable companiou than the ' Republic of Letters.' " 
—'Jherdeen Journal. 
*' Tlic Engraving arc chaste and elegant.*'— J?«(/2u^ Guardian, 
"This is a judicious selection in prose and verse.'* — Edinburgh Literary Journal, 

RHIND.-A HISTORY OF THE VEGETABLE KINGDOM; 

Embracing the Physiolc^, Classification, and Culture of Plants; with 
thebr various uses to Man and the Lower Animals ; and their application in 
the Arts, Manufactures, and Domestic Economy. Blustratea wil^ 550 
Engravings on Wood and Sted. Cloth, 20«.; or 9 Parts, 28. each. 

" In his selection of important facts, and condensing and arranging his store, 
derived from numerous sources, the author displays considerable talent, and a 
knowledge of his subject, evidently the result of deep and well-directed rtudy.'*— 
Gardeners Gazette. 

"An able and splendid work.** — Edinburgh Advertiser. 

"That which the author hath done, he Lath performed wdL"— If ^/ropoK/ofi 
Magazine. 

** This is in all respects an excellent woxiL."— Monthly Magazine, 

ROBERTSON.-A CHART OF SCRIPTURE CHRONOLOGY. 

From the Creation to the Destruction of Jerusalem. Compiled by Joseph 
Robertson, Hector of St. John's Grammar School, Hamilton, fa stiff 
covers, 4d. .-...- 

ROLLINS ANCIENT HISTORY, 

With Extensive Notes, Geographical, Topographical, Historical, and Critical, 
and a Life of the Author. By James Bell, Author of "A System <rf 
Geography," &c With numerous Illustrations. In 2 Vols, meuum 8vo, 
269.; or in 24 Parts, Is. each. 

A Third Volume on the Arts and Sciences of the Ancients, with Notes, 
by James Bell. Price lis.; or in 10 Parts, Is. each. 

*** This is the only complete and re-edited edition of Bollln now before 
the public. 

"The best edition that has yet issued from the press."— Ort«i/aI ffentld. 

SANDFORD,— ON THE RISE AND PROGRESS OF LITERATURE. 
By Sir Daniel K. Sandpord, D.CL., M.P., Professor of Greek in the 
University of Glasgow. Foolscap 8vo, doth, 2». 6d, 

SCOTS WORTHIES, 

Their lives and Testimonies. Orlgmally compiled by John Howie, of 
Lochgoin. Kevised and corrected by James Howie, AM, With an 
Historical Introduction, by the Rev. Robt. Buchanan, D J). Also, A 
Supplement, contaimngJNSLemoVt^ «ndL'V^<&\A^f\KsX %Vs^£b«a of the ladiea of 
the Covenant, by the K.ev.3A.i«.Tia k.isT$«.^"&Ck^. N^>Sb. xs^-^^s^ ^ 0%^ 
Jfundred Uluttratum on Wood «ad Steel. 7a'S««*»\%*«»fi^ 
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SMITH.-ESSAY ON THE CONSTRUCTION OF COTTAGES, 

For which the Premium was voted hy the Highland Society of Scotland. 
Illustrate by WoilLung Plans, accompanied by Specifications, Details, and 
Estimates. Cloth, 4s. 

" Every landlord, and erery steward to an estate, should get this work, and ther 
will find it the means not only of beautifying, but also of improring their domains." 
—Metropolitan Magazine. 

SMITH. -TREATISE ON THE MANAGEMENT AND 
CULTIVATION of FOREST TREES. By John Smith, late Gardener 
and Forester to the Most Noble the Marquis of Bute, &c Cloth, S*. 

**Thi8 little bmchnre is the work of a plain practical man, whose business has 
been more with the spade and pruning-hook than with the pen; but it is not for 
Braces df style that wc look into such Docks as this, nor for examples of diction, 
but for useful information, conveyed in intelligible l^guage, and that we find 
h.ete,**—ScotnuM, - - 

STACKHOUSE.-HISTORY OF TH5i BIBLE, 

From the b^inning of the World to the Establishment of Christianity; 
and a Connection of Profsne with Sacred History. Also, numerous Notes, 
explaining Difficult Texts, rectifying Mistranslations, and recondliug seem- 
ing Contradictions. To which are now added, an Introduction, copious 
Additional Notes from recent Commentators, Critics, and Eastern Travel- 
lers, Dissertations, and Complete Indexes. Illustrated with 17 highly- 
finished Engravings, principally after the Old Masters. 2 Yds. imperial 
Bvo, doth, ^.; or in 16 Parts, 2s, each. 

STAFFA AND lONA '"* 

Described and Illustrated. With Notices of the principal objects on the 
Route from Port Crinan to Oban, and in the Sound of Mull. With many 
Engravings. In Fancy Binding, 2s. 6d. 

** A verv superior Guide-Book. The antiquarian matter, as well as that relating 
to natural subjects, is taken from other books, but taken with judgment The 
information essential to the tourist, and tbc description of the objects which 
meet his eye, are evidently derived from observation. The different materials have 
been well fused in the writer's mind, and thrown off in an original stj^.**— > 
^ctator. 

STOW.-BIBLE TRAINING FOR SABBATH -SCHOOLS AND 
WEEK-DAY SCHOOLS. With Blustrations. By David Stow, Esq. 
Eighth edition, enlarged. Cloth, 2s. ... 

WALKER'S DICTIONARY AND KEY. 

Beautifrdty printed in royal I8mo, with a Portrait of the Author. Roan, 
59. 6d. The Key to the Pronunciation of Proper names, separately, 1«. 

WATSON.-BODY OF PRACTICAL DIVINITY, 

In a Series of Sermcms on the Shorter Catechism of the Westminster 
Assembly. To which is appended. Select Sermons on Various Subjects, 
together with the Art of Divine Contentment, and Christ's Various Fnl- 
ness. The whole revised and corrected, with numerous Nottt from approved 
authors. 1 VoL super-royal 8vo, doth, I6>. ; or in 29 Noe. 6d, each. _ 

WILLISON.-PRACTICAL WORKS; 

With an Essay on his life and Times. By the Rer. W. M. Hkthering- 
TON, LLJ)., St Andrews. 1 VoL super-royal 8vo, doth, 21«.; or in 10 
Parts, 2«. each. 

WODROW.-HISTORY OF THE SUFFERINGS OF THE 
CHURCH of SCOTLAND. Edited by the Rev. Robhet Bumjs, DJ)., 
rFJLSJL Portraits. 4 Vols, doth, 36s.; oi 33Paxt&,\%.cM3Eu > 

"We consider the publication of "Wodxt^Va 'fiX^Ynrs ^* ^ 'M^«i\«Ma.>«afc««'^ 
npon the pnbUc^—SdinburgK CkrUt\an Instntctor. . 
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niastrated and Aimotated EditiozL 

BARNES' NOTES ON THE NEW TESTAMENT. 

llluftnted with Maps and Beautiful Engravings of Scenery identified 
with Scripture, from Original Drawiugs by W. K Leitch, T. Allom, &e. 
Matthew to Jude. Vols. 1 to 10, post 8vo, cloth, 35. each; or in Parts, 
]«. each. 

Hiia Edition of Barnes* Notes is enhanced in value above all others by the 
numerous Supplementary Notes added in the Epistlca. Some of the 
opinions propounded by Barnes being objected to, as not in perfect 
accordance with the views of Divine truth generally received in this coun- 
try, these SUPPLEMVMTARY NoTBS have been added, for the purpose of 
remedying this defect. Th&t fri them are contained very full and sound 
views of the passages of Somture commented upon, and that they have 
been eminently successful in accomplishing the object intended, is amply 
testified by the numerous special recommendations this Edition has in 
consequence received from eminent Clergymen of all religious denomina- 
tions. 

BARNES' QUESTIONS ON THE NEW TESTAMENT. 

For Bible Classes and Sunday Scho<^. One VoL, doth, 3s. 6d.; or in 
6 Parts, 6d. each. Part I. Matthew— Mark; Part II. Luke— John; Part 
IIL Acts; Part IV. Romans; Part V. 1 Corinthl-ms; Part VI. Hebrews. 
This will be found an admirable Manual for Sunday-school Teachers 
and Heads of Families. 

BARNES* NOTES ON THE OLD TESTAMENT." 

THE BOOK OF JOB. Illustrated with Engravings. Uniform with the 
Notes on the New Testament. 2 Vols , doth, 6s. 

ISAIAH. Illustrated with Numerous Engravings. 2 Vols., cloth, Ss. 

The two Works in 13 Parts, Is. each. 

StUetions from the Reeommendations given to this Edilion hy eminent Ministers: — 

" Much as I valne Barnes by liimsclf, I should liavc twofold securily and 
.comfort in recommending, to a Student or Salibath-school Teacher, Barnes in 
conjunction with his Glasgow Editor." — J auks Hamilton, D.D., London, 

" The superior beauty of your edition, its appropriate and finely-executed illiis- 
trationSfby the Views and Maps; and, above all, its additions by learned mid 
accompltshed Scots Divines, give to it a high pre-eminence." — J. Ptjb SMiTn, D. I). 

" In this excellent edition, the ground of such a fear [want of orthodoxy] is 
entirely removed by the insertion, in small tvpe, of certain explanatortf or prO' 
: tective Notes.**— 3 onif IIakeis, D.D., New College, St. John's Wood, 

*' Tlie snpplemental Notes give a particular value to Blackie's Edition of the 
deservedly popular Work of the Aracricui l)ivinc."~ALEXANDKR Uill, D.D., 
Professor oj Divinitt/, Glasgow College. 

" 1 think them [the Supplementary Notes] very valuable, and hkd;^ to aid the 
student in a more correct view of truth than is, in my opinion, at all times found 
in tlic original expositions." — James Suebman, Surrey Chapel^ London, 

" The Notes, added in the edition of Messrs. Blackie and Son, and printed in a 
smaller type, decidedly enhance Ihe value oC the Work, as tendmg to correct the 
one-aided interpretations w\\\c\v arc ?;\NtTi ol %w\\vi '^^^^^I*— ^waajjc LUTd. 
BAY, D.D., />roj^Mor o/£«e{;eticalTKeology,T]nUeAPTM^^|ien«^Cft«w<iV 
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